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The Tragedie of 



HAMLET ; 

‘Prince of Denmark^. 

Enter Ban# do, andFrancifeo, twoCentinds. 




b 



Bar. 

Fran, 

Bar. 

Fran. 



r Hofe there? 



W J TO>> *JWW 

Nayanfwereme. Stand and vnfoldeyourfelfe. 



Long Hue the King, 

Barnardo. 



Bar. Hee. 

Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your hour?, 

Bar. Tis no w ftrooke t welfe, get thee to bed Francifco, 
Tran. For this reltefe much thanks, tis bitter cold, 



And I Jin lick at hart. 

Bar. Haueyou had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Nocamoufeilirring. 

Bar. Well, good night : 

If you doe meete Horatio and 'Marcettui, 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make haft 
Enter Horatio, and Ttfarcellus. 



Fran. I thinke I heare them, ftand ho, who is there t* 1 
Hora. Friends to this ground. 

Trtar. And Leedgemen to the Dane, 

Fran. Giue you good night. 

Friar. O, farwell horicft louldiers, who hath relieu’d you ? 

) Fun, hath ni/placeigiue you goodnight. Exit Fran, 

f' J5, 







. The T rage die of Hamlet 

Holla , B.H'ndYclo. 

Bar, S ay y what is Horatio there f 
Bora. Apeeceofhim. 

‘ welcome good WarceBuf, 

Z: 

^ dr ‘ Horatio faies tis but our fantafie. 

And will not let belie'e take holde ofJit'm, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feencofW 
1 hei eroi e I haue intreated him alon », 

With ys to watch the minors of this night, 

£. hat it agame this appanfion come, 

^pprooue our eyes and fpeake to it 
Hora. I ulhjtuih,- twill notappeare. 

Bar. Sitdowneawhile, 

And let vs once agame afTaileyour eares,' 

T rai are io fortified igainftourfiory. 

What we haue two nights feenc. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, ; 

And let Vb'he.ire Blobardol peakc of this* 

Bar. Laft night of all, 

When yond time t lane thats weaftward from the pole, 

H. d made hn courfe t’lllume that parr of heauen ? ' 
Where now it bnrnes. Mane// Us and my felfe 
i lie beii then beating one. 

ri , Enter GhoJ},. 

ear' fn cT C V brea c ethce ,°, f ’ ^where it comes againe.' 

Bar. In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

War. Thou art a fcholler, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Bar. Tookesa not like theKing^matkei t Horatio. 

War. Speake to it Horatio. 

Hora What art thou that vfurpft this time ofnight, ' 
Together with that faire and warlikeforme. 

In which the Maiefhe of buried Denmai ke 

Bar. Secitftaukesaway. 



- d. .. 



?<r. 




Prince of Denmark 

Urn. Stay* fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. ExhCbofl. 

"Mar Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar.' Ho w now Horatio, you tremble and lookepale 
Is not this fotnthing morethen phantahe . 

^Sl^efore my God I might not this belieue, 

Without the fencible and trueauouch 
Of mine o wne eies. 

May- Is it not like the King i 
Hora. A s thou art to thy felfe. 

Such was the very Armor he had on , 

When he the ambitious Norway combated, 

Sofrownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the (leaded pollax on the ice. 

^Mar f ifhus twice before, and iump at this dead home. 

With martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watc h. 

Hora. In what perticular thought, to worke I know not, 

Bur in the grolfe and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodesfome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

Mar. Good riow fit downe, and tell mehe that knowes» 

Why this fame ftrikt and moftobferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fiibieft of the land. 

And with fuch day lv coft ofbrazon Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of ihip- writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the night ioynt labourer with the day, 

Who ift that can informe mee? 

Hora. That can I. 

At leaft the whifper goes fo ; our Iaft King, 

Whofe image euen but now appear’d to vs, 

Was as you knowe by Fortinbrajje of Norway 3 
Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride 
Dar’d to the combat > in whfch our valiant Hamlet , 

(For (b this fide of our knowne world efteemd him) 

Did flay this Tor inbraffe, who by a feald compaft 
yVeil ratified by law e and heraldy 

B 3. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour. 
Againft the which a moitie competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had retume 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrdjfc, 

Had he bin vanquifher 5 as by the fame comarr. 
And carriage of the article deflei°-ne. 

His fell to Hamlet } now Sir, young Fortmbtaffe 
Utvnimprooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Horway heere and there 

Sharkt vp a lift oflawelefle refolutes 

For food e and diet tofome enterprifo 

That hath a ftomacke in’c, which is no other 

As it doth well appeare vnto our flate 

But to recouer of vs by flrong hand 

And tearmes compulfarory, thofe forefaid lands 

So by his father lofl 1 and this Itakeit, 

Js the maine motiue of our preparations 

ffitf watch, and the chiefe head 

Ul this poff haftand Romeage in the land. 

' xxf^t ^ think e it be no other, burenfo : 

Well may itfort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the Kino- 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hjr 4 . A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye: 

In the moft high and palmy flate ofRome, 

A little ere the inightieft/«//«rf e ll 
TTegraues flood tennatlefle, and the fheeted. dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in theRoman flreets 
As ftarres with traines of fier, and dewes ofblood 
Difafteis in the funne 5 and themoift ftarre, 

influence Neptum Empier flands, 

Vas ficke almofl to doomefday with eclipfe. 

And euen the like precurfeof feare euents 
As harbindgers preceading ftil] the fates 
And prorogue to the Omenc omming on 
Haue heauen and earth together demonflrated 
Vnto pur Chnjatures and countrymen. 

StitfrGboJi. 
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Prince of Denmark 

Rut foft, behold, loe where it comes againe p 

1 1 e croffe it though it blaft mee tftayillufion, lijfMdt 

jf thou haft any found or vfe of voyce, bis arms, 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eafe, and grace to mee. 



Speake to me. 

If thou art priuie to thy countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd 
0 fpeake: 

Or if thou baft vphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth 
For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. The cache 

Speake of it, flay and fpeake, flop it Mdrcellm. crams. 

Irtdr. Shal 1 1 ftrike it with my partizan ? 

Bor. Doe if it will not Hand. 

Bdr. Tis heere. 

Bor. Tis heere. . - 

7rldr. Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong being fo Maieflicall 
To offer it the fhowe of violence. 

For it is as theay re, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery.' 

Bdr. It was about to fpeake when the cock crew & 

Bor. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearefull futnmons 5 1 haue heard. 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhrill founding throas 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or ayre 
Th’extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obiedt made probation. 

TAdr. It faded on the crowing of the Cock.’ 

Some fay that euer gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long , 1 
And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abraode 
The nights are wholfome, then no planners ftrike 3 
No fairy takes, nor witch hathpower to charms 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

So hallowed, and fo gratious is that time. 

Hora. So haue I heard and doe in part belieue it. 

But looke the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dewc ofyon high Eaftward hili 
Breake weour watch vp and by my aduife 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to m°hc 
Vmo young Hamlet, for vppon my life ° 

This fpirit dumb to vs, will /peake to him : 

Doeyou confent we /hall acquaint him with it 
As needfull in our loues, fitting our duty. 

vuu*' Le n d n°c ancJ 1 this morning knowe 
Where we /hall find him mod conuenienr. Exeunt. 

Florijh. Enter Claudius, KingofDcnmarke y Gertrad t hcQueene, 
CounJ, oile: as Volomus , and Ins Sonne Laertes*, 

Hamlet, Cum ^ilijs. 

C/W. Though yet of Hamlet our deare brothers death 
1 hememorjebe greene,and thatitvs befitted 
i o beare our harts in griefe.and our whole Kingdome, 

To be contracted in one browe ofwoe 
Yet o farre hath difcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wife/1 forrowe thmke on him 
1 ogether with remembrance of our felues: 

I berefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
In imperiall loyntrefle to this warlike (late 
Haue we as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eve. 

With mirth in funerall, and withdirdge in manias. 

In equal! fcale waighiftg delight and dole 
lulten to wife : nor haue we hcerein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With th,s affaire a long(for all our thanke!) 

Nowfollowes that you knowe young Foytinbrafie, 

Holding a wearke /uppofal) of cur worth J 

Or thinking by pur late dearc brothers death 
Our Hate to be diboynt,and out offrame 
<Lo leagued with this dreame of his aduanta"e 
Heiiaciuiot /ai!d co pcftur vs wichtncfla »e° 

> Importing 



Prince of Denmark 

Importing the furrender ofthofelands 
Loft by his father, with all bands oflawe 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him : 

Now for cur felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bu fines is, we haue heere writ 
To Norway Vnc le of you ng FortenbraQ e 
Whoimporent and bedred fcarcely heares 
Of this his Nephe wes purpofe j to fuppreffe 
His further gate heerein, in that the leuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are allmade 

Out of his fubieCt, and vve heere difpatch 1 

You good Cornelius, and you Vahemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway , 

Giuing to you no further perl'onall power 
To bufines with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe delated articles allowe : 

Farwell, and letyour haft tommend your dotie. 

Cor. Vo. In that, and ail things will we fliowe our du tie.' 
King. We doubt it nothing, nartelyfarwelL 
And now Laertes whats the newes with you * 

You told vs of fome fute,whar i {\ Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane 

And lofe your voyce pwhat wold’ft thou begge Laertes, * 



That /hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more natiue to the hart 
The hand more infti umentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father. 

What would’ft thou haue Laertesi 
Laer. My dread Lord, 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to Fraunce, 

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark^ 

To /howe my dutiein your Coronation} 

Yet no w I mull confelle, that duty done 
My thoughts and wi/hes bend againe toward Fraunce 
And bowe them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 
iGwg. Haue you your fathers leaue, wharfaies ‘Polonius f 

Tola. Hath my Lord wroung from me my flowe leaue 

By labourfonie petition, and at laft 
on bis will 2 feaid my hard coixfent s 
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I doebefeech you giue him leaue to goe. 

King. T ake thy faire houre Laertes , time be thine 
And thy bcft graces fpend it at thy will : 

But now my Co fin Hamlet, and my fbnne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and lefte then kind. 

King. How is it that the clo wdes Bill hang on you. 

Him. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonnc. 
Oueene. Good Hamlet call thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye lcoke hke a friend pn Denmark^, 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble Father in the duff. 

Thou know ft tis common all that hues muft die, 

Pafsing through nature to eternitie. 

Ham. I Mad dam, it is common. 

Quce. Ifitbe 

Why feemes itfo perticuler with thee.' 

Ham. Seemes Maddam, nay it is, I know not feemes, 

Tis not alone my incky cloake coold mother 
Nor cuftomary fuites ofiolembe blacke 
Nor vvindie fufpiration of forft breath 

No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye. 

Nor the deiefted hauior ofthe vifage 
Together with all formes, moodes, chapes of °riefc 
That can deuote me truely, thefe indeede feeme. 

For they are aftions that a manmight play 
But I haue that within which pafles ftiowe 
Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. 

Ktng. Tis fwceteand commendable in your nature HtmUt, 
L o giue thefe mourning duties to your father 
Butyou muft knoweyour father loft a father, 

Thatfather loft, loft Iais, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation forfometearme 
To doe obfequious forrowe, but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornes, tis vnmanly griefe. 

It fhowes a will moft incorrect to heauea 
A liartvnfortified, ormindeimpatient 
An vnderftanding fimpleand vnfchoold 
For wnac we knowe rauft be; and is as common 



Prince of Denmark^* 

As any the moft vulgar tiling to fence. 

Why fhould we in our peuifli oppofition 
Take it to hart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theame 
Is death offathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the world take note 
you arc the moft imediate to our throne. 

And with no lefte nobilitie of loue 

Then that which dearefl father beares his fonn«. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going back to fchoole in ITittenberg, 

It is moft retrogard to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to reroaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft courtier, cofin, and our (onne. 

Quce. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet > , 

I pray thee ftay with vs, oocnot to lFtttenberg. J 

Ham. I fhall in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke, Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet j . i 

Sits fouling to my hart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 

But the great Cannon to the cloudes fhall tell. 

And the Kings ro wfe the heauen fhall brute againe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder 5 come away. Flori(b. Exeunt all. 

Ham. Othatthistootoofalliedflefhwouldmelt, but Hamlet^ 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into a de we. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 

His cannon gainftfealeflaughter, 6 God, God, 

' How wary , ftale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world i 
. Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vftweeded garden 

. That gro wes to feede, things rancke and grofe in nature i, 

P ofteU'e it nicer ely that it fhould come thus 

C. ~ But 
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The Trdgedie of Hamlet 

Bur two months dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a ICine, that was to this 
Hiperio n to a fatire, fo louing to my mother, 

vrr* no t; beteeme the winds of heauen 

Viute her face too roughly, heauen and earth 
Muft i remember,why fh e fhould hang on him 
As if increafe of appetite had grown e 
By what it fed on , and yet within a month. 

Le t me not rhinke ou’r ; frailty thy name is woman 
A Iitt,e monrh or ere thofe fhooes were old 

which /lie followed my poore fathers bodic 
L\KtKiobc all teares, why flic 

0 God, a beaft that wants difcourfe ofreafon 
Would hatie mourn’d longer, married with my Vnde, 

JVly fathers brother , but no more like my father N 

1 hen 1 to Hercules , within a month. 

Ere vet the fait cfmort vnrighteous teares, 

Had Jeh the fludiing in her gauled eyes 

She married, dmoifwickedfpeedejto port 

Wsth liich dexteririe r o inceftious ftieets. 

It is lot, nor it cannot come ro good, 

Buc Lueake iny hart, for I mu ft hold my tongue. 

Hwatio, ocellus } and Bernardo. 

Hora. Haile to yourlordlfcfp. 

mm. Jam glad to feeyou well j Horatio, or I do forger my feJfe 

£* ThefamemvLor^ I. and your poore feruanteW^ 
Hj; Str my goodfnend, He change that name with you 
r P ^ at ma ^ e J° U ^ rom Wittenberg Horatio ? ^ * 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Bam Jam very glad to fee you, (good euen fir) 

Bur what m faith make you from U^ittenberp * 

Bora. A truant difport tion good my Lord. 
m»K I would not heare your enimie fay fot 
jN or mail you doe myearethat violence 
1 o make it trurter of your owne report 
Againftyour felfe, I kno we you are no truanr, ' 

But what is your affaire in $fmm f 
yVeele teac h you for to drinke ere you depart; 

Hora. 



Prince of Denmark?. 

„„ v . Mv Lori, I came to fee your 'fathers funeral!. 
Earn. I pre thee doe not mocke me fellowe ftudient, 

I rhinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

1 Sr indeedemv Lord it followed hard vppon. 

Earn. Thrift, thrift, Horatio, the funerall bak t meates 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen 
Or euer I had feene that day Horatio 
My father, me thiokes I fee my lather. 

Bra. Where my Lord? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. . . 

Hora. Ifaw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for al 1 in all 
Him. fa w, who? 

Hora. My Lord theKingyour father.. 

Ham. The King my father? 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare till I may deliuer 
V ppon the witnes of thefe gentlemen 
This maruile to you. 

Ham. For Gods loue let me heare? 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen 
TilarccUw, and Barnardo, on theirwatch 

Inthedeadwaftandmiddleofthenigbt 

Beene thus incountred, a figure likeyour father 
Armed at poync, e^aftly Capapca 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march. 
Goes flowe and {lately by them 5 thrice he walkc 

By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 

Within his tronchions length, whil’ft they diltil d 
Almoft to gelly, with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him } this to hie 
- In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did. 

And I with them the third nkht kept the watch. 
Whereas they had deliuered both in rime 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The Apparifion comes :lknewe your father, 







The T rage die of Hamlet 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord vppon the platforme where we watcJ 
turn. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Bora. My Lord I did, 

made it none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head, and did addrefTe ° 

It felfe to motion like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then the morning Cock crewe loude. 

And at the found it flirunk in haft away 
And vani/htfrom our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

How. As I doe liue my honor’d Lord tis true 
And we did thmke it writ downe in our dutie 
1 o let you knoweofit. 

Ham. Indeed e Sirs but this troubles me, 
rlold you the watch to night i 
^ill. VVe doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d (ay you £ 

Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe t 

ff 1 ' My Lord from head to foote. 

Ham. Then fa we you not liis face . 

v° ra ' eS ™ yLord)fie wore his beauer vp. 

Ham. What look ’t he fro wnin »ly ** ^ 

2 Z 

Hora. Nay very pale. 

fixt h ls e > cs v P°nyou * 

Hora. Aloft conftanrly. 

Ham. I would I had beene there. 

Hora. It would haue much a maz’d you. 

2””' SP ,llke ’ fta J rdit,on g^ * 

St 

Hora. Not when 1 (aw’r. 

Ham. His beard was grill’d, no. 






Am 



Prince of Denmarhe. 

Ham. I will watch to nigh 
Perchaunce twill walke againe. 

Hora. I warn’t it will. . 

Hain. Ifit affume my noble fathers perfon. 

He fpeake to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace j I pray you all 
If you haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your fi lence Bill. 

And what fomeuer els (hall hap to night, 

Giueit an vnderflanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo farre you well .* 

Vppon the platforme twixe a leauen and twelre 
Ilevifiteyou. ' 

^ill. Our dutie to your honor. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues , as mine to you, farwell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fomefoule play, would t|he night were come. 
Till then fit Bill my foule, fonde deedes will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whclme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes, and Opbeliahis SiBer . 

Laer. My neceflaries are inbarckt, farwell. 

And fifler, as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay,in afsiflant doe notfleepe 
But let me heere from you. 

Opbe. Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his fauour. 
Hold it a fafliion, and a toy in blood 
A V iolet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward , not permanen r, fweete, not laBing, 

The perfume and fuppliahee of a minute 
No more. 

Opbe. Nomorebutfo. 

Laer. Thinkeitnomore. 

For nature creflant does not gro we alone 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the minde and foule 
Groweswidc withall, perhapes he louesyou now. 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmirch 
The v ertue of his will, but you muft fe Are, 

^3 
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The T ragedie of Hamlet 

His greatnes wayd, his will is not his owne, 

He may not as vnualewed perfons doe, 

Carue tor himfelfe, for on his choife depends 
The fafty and health of this whole Rate, 

And therefore muft his choife be circu mfcribd 
V nto the voyce and yetlding of that body 
Whereof he is the head, then it he faies he loues you. 

It fits your wifdome fo farre to belieueit 
As he in his particuler aft and place 
May giue his faying deede, which is no further 
Then the maine voyce ofDcnmarke goes withall. 

Then way what lofTe your honor may iuftaine 
If with too credent eare you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your hart, or your chaft treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Feartf it Ophelia, feare it my deare filter. 

And keepeyou in thereareofvouraffeftion 
Out ofthefhot and danger of defire, 

Thecharieft maide is prodigall inough 
If fhe vnmaske her butie to the Moone 
< '^ ertue ^ t ^ c ^ e Scapes not calumnious ftrokes 
u The canker gaules the infants ofthefprin» 

Too oft before their buttons be difclof’d, ° 

And in the morne and liquid dew e of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moll iminent. 

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare, 

I outh to it felfe rebels, though non els neare. 

Ophe. lftiall the effeft of this good JcfTonkeepe 

As watchman to my hart, but good my brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious paftors doe, 
bhowe me the ftep and thorny way toheauen 
Whiles a pufr, and reckles libertine 
Himfelre the primrofe path of dalience treads. 

And reakesnot Ins ownereed. XmPohnb*.' 

Laer. Ulearemenot, 

I ftay too lon g, but heere my father comes 
A double blefsing, is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles Vpon a fecond leaue. ^ 

¥ ° l - ^ et ^cte Lames ' a bord,a bord for fliame. 




Prince of Denmar\e * 

The wind fitsinthcflioulderofyour fade, 

And you are ftayed for, there my blefsing with the4. 

And thefe fewe precepts in thy memory 

Looke thou charafter, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnproportion d thought his aft, 

Be thou familier, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofe friends thou haft.and their a doption tried. 

Grapple them vnto thy foule with hoopes of fteele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatchc vnfledgd courage, beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel!, but being in, 

Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee, 

Giue euery man thy eare, but fewe thy voyce. 

Take each mans cenfure, but referue thy lodgement, 
Coftly thy habiteas thypurfe can by, 

But not expreft in fancy jrich not gaudy. 

For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man 
And they in Fraunce of the beft ranefc and ftation. 

Or of a mod feleft and generous, chiefe in that : 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 

For loue oft loofes both it felfe, and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth edge of hufbandry } 

This aboue all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And it muft followe as the night the day 
Thoucanft not then befalfe to any man .• 

Farwell, my blefsingfeafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leauemv Lord. 

“Pol. The rime inuefts you goe, your feruants tend. . 

Laer. Farwell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue fayd to you. 

Ophe. Tis in my memory loekt 
And you your felfe fhall keepe the key of if. 

L«cr. Farwell. Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What ill Ophelra he hath fayd to you f 
Ophe. So pleafeyou, fomethiug touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pd. Marry well bethought 
Tis tolde me he hath very oft oflate 
. Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haueofyour audiencebeenemoft free and bountious, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

If it be fo j as fo tis put on me, 

A nd that in way of caution, I muft tell you, 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleercly 
As it behooues my daughter, and your honor. 

What is betweene you giue me vp the truth, 

Opbe. He hath my Lord of late made many tender* 
Of his affection to me. 

“Pol Affe&ion, pub, you fpeake like a greene girle 
V nfifted in fuch perrilous circumflance. 

Doe you belieile his tenders as you call them ? 

Opbe. I doe not knowe my Lord what I fliould thinke. 

“Pol. Marry I will teach you, thinke your felfe a babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay 
Which are not fterling, tender your felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poore phrafe 
Wrong it thus) you’! tender me a foole. 

Obbe. My Lord he hath importun’d me with loue 
In honorable faftiion. 

Pol. I, fafhion you may call it, go to, go to. 

Opbe. And hath giuen countenanceto his fpeech 
My Lord, with almofl all the holy vowes of heauen. 

Pol. I, fprings to catch wood-cockes, I doeknowe 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the Joule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extina inboth 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making 
You mull nottake for fire, from this time 
Be fomething fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Setyour intreatments at a higher rate 
Then a commaund to parle ;‘for Lord Hamlet, 
Belieuefomuchinhim that he is young, 

And with a larger tider may he walke . 

Then may be giuen you : in ftwtOphelia, 

Doe not beiieue his vowes, for they are broker* 

Not of that die which their inuefiments fhowe 
Butmeereimploratotors of vnholy fuites 
Breathinglikefanflified and pi&us bonds 
The better to beguide : this is for all, 

I would not in plaine tcarmes from this time fooith 




Prince of ' Denwarhe* 

Haue you fo flaunder any moment leafure 
As to ^iue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looketoo’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Opbe. Ifliallobeymy Lord., Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio and TiUrcelhu, 

Bam. The ayrebites fhroudly, it is very coldc. 

Hor4. It is nipping, and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What lioure now ? 

Hor*. I thinke it lackes oftwelfe. 

7Har. No, it is ftrooke. , r f ■ 

Bora. Indeede', I heard it not, it then drawes ncere the fealon, 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke Jlfmfb of trumpets 

What does this meane my Lord c* andi.pceces^of. 

Bam. The King doth wake to night and takes his rowle. 

Keepes wafted and thefwaggring vp-fpring reeles : 

And as be draines his drafts ofRennifh downe. 

The kettle drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Bora. Isitacuftome? 

Bam. Imarryift, 

But to my minde,thoughIamnariueheere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuflome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. 

This heauy headed reueale eaft and weft 
Makes vs traduft, and taxed of other nations. 

They clip vs drunkards, and with Swinifh phrafe 
Soy le our addition, and indeede it takes 
From our atchieuements, though perform’d at height 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So oft it chaunces in particulcr men. 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot c hoofe bis origin) 

By their ore-grow’th of fome complextion 
Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon, 

Or by fome habit, that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftamp of one defeft 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre. 

His vertucs els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe, 

Shall in the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particuler fault : the dram ot eale 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his ovvne fcandle. 

Enter Cbofl. 

How. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs t 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or gobhn damn’d. 

Bring with thee ayres from heauen , or blafls from hell 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable. 

Thou corn’ll in fuch a qudlionable lhape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Hamlet , 

King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mee, 

Le\ me notburfl in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements'' why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath op t his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To call thee vp againe ? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleacfleele 
Reuifites thus theglimles of theMoone, 

Making night hideous, and wefooles of nature 

So horridly to lhake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what ftiould we doe? 

Hora. It beckinsyou to goe away withic 
As ifitfomeimpartmentdid defirc 
To you alone. 

"Mar. Looke with what curteous aflion 
It wanes you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora. No, by no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will foIJowc It. 

Hora. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why what Ihould be the feare, 

3 doc not fet my life at a pinnes fee, 
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Prince of Denmark 

And for my foule, what can it doe to that 

Being a thing immortall asttjelfe* 

It waues me forth agamejle followe it. 

1 Hora. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull foranet of the cleefe 

That bettles ore his bafe into the lea. 

And there alTumeforae other horrable forme 

Which might depriue y our foueraigntie of realon. 

And draw you intomadncs,thinke otit. 

The very place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiue, into euery brame 

That look es fo many fad oms to the lea 

And heares it rore beneath. 

Ham. Jt waues me Hill, 

Goe on, lie followe thee. 

Mar. You lhall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold ofyour hands. 

Hora. Berurd,youfhallnotgoc. 

Ham. My fate cries out , 

And makes each petty arture in this body 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue $ 

Still am I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen He make a ghoft of him that lets me, 

Ifayaway,goeon,Ilefollowethee. Exit Gboft andHam.et, 

Hora. He waxes defperate with imagion. 

Mar. Lets followe, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Haue after, to what iffue will this come f , 

hlar. Something is rotten in the (late of D enmatke. 

Hora. Heauen will direft it. 

Mar. Nayletsfollowhini. Exeunt. 

Enter Gboft, and Hamlet. 

Hm. Whether wilt thou leads me, fpeake, He goe no further* 
Gboft. Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre is altnofl come 

When I to fulphrus and torraentingflaraes . v 

Muft rendervp my felfe. 

Ham. AlaspoorcGhoft, 

' r ~ Dt Gbft. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ghofi. Pitty me nor, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fliall vnfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound ro heare. 

Ghofi. So art rhou to reuenge, when thou /halt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Ghofi. I am thy fathers fpirir, 

Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 

And for the day confind ro faft in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of nature 
A re burnt and purg’d away : but that 1 am forbid 
To tell thefecrets of my pri r on houfe, 

I could a tale vnfolde whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 
Make thy two eyes like rtars ftart from their fphcres. 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particuler haire to fland an end. 

Like quils vpon the fearefull Porpentine* 

But this eternall blazon mud not be 
To eares of fiefh and blood, lift, lift, 6 lift : 

Ifthoudid’ft euer thy deare father loue. 

Ham. OGod. 

Ghofi. Reuenge his foule, and mod vnnaturall number. 

Ham. Mmther. 

Ghofi. Murther rood foule, as in the bed it is. 

But this moft foule, flrangeand vnnaturall. 

Ham. Hall me tokno'WT, that I with wings as fwift- 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
M ay fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofi. 1 find thee apt. 

And d ul !er fhouldft thou be then the fat weede 
That rootes it fclfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not rturre in this ; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that deeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpenc flung me, (o the whole eareofDenmarks 

Is by a forged procefle of my death 

Ranckely abufde : but knowe thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now vveares his Crowned 
Ham. O my propheticke foule I my Vncle f 



Prince of Denmark?. 

Gholl Ithatincefiuous, that adulterate bead. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trayterous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So to feduce* wonneto his fiiameiullJuit 
The will of my mod feeming vertuous Queenej 

0 fWrt.wbat falling offwas there 
From the whofe loue was of that digmtie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with t he vowe 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vppon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 
Tothofe of mine, but vert ue asit neuer willbemooued. 
Though lewdneflecourr it in a fhape of heauen 

So but though to a radiant Angle Unckt, 

Will fort it felfe in a celerti all bed 
And pray on garbage. 

Butfofc.methinkes I fent the morning ayre, 

Briefe let me b e 5 deeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre, thy Vncle dol e 
With iuyee of curfed Hebona in a viall. 

And in the porches of my eares did pourc 
The leaprous diflilment, whofe effeft 
Holds fuch an enmitie with blood of man. 

That fwift as quickfiluer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

, And with a fodaine vigour it doth podefTc 
And curde like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wholl'ome blood 5 fo did it mine. 

And a mod iuftant tetter barckt about 
Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I deeping by a brothers hands 
Of life, of Crowne, of Qtteene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off euen in the bloffomes of my finne, 

V nhuzled, difappointed , vnanuel d. 

No reckning made, but fent to my account 
Withall my imperfe&ions on my head, 

O horrible, 6 horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee bcare it not, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Let not the royallbed of Denmarkebe 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howforaeuer thou purfues this aft, 

Tarn’t not thy minde, nor let thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen. 
And to thofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her, fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme flievves the matine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vneffe&uall fire, 

Adiew, adiew.adiew, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heauen, 6 earth, what els. 
And fliall I coupple hell, 6 fie, hold, hold my hart. 
And you my finnowes, growe not inftant old. 

But bearc me fwiftly vp 5 remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memory holds afcate 
In this diflra&ed globe, remember thee. 

Yea, from the tableofmy memory 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond records, 

Alffawes of bookes, all formes, all preflurcs paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 

And thy commandement all alone fliall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O mod pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling d amned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fet it do wne 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So V ncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adew , adew, remember me. 

Ihauefworn’r. 

Enter Horatio, and Marcellas, 

Hera, My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hera. Heauensfecurehim. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar. Illo , ho, ho, my Lord. 

Um, Hilio, ho, ho, boy come, and come. 



Prince of Denmarke* 

7tUr. How i’ft my noble Lord ? 

Hora. What newes my Lord f 
Ham. OjWonderfull. 

Hera. Good my Lord tell it. 
jjam. No, you will reueale it. 

Hera. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Ham. HowfTyyou then* would hartofman once thinkert, 

But you’l e be fecret. 

Booth. I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine. 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 

^ Th^re neTdcs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the graue 

To tell vs this. , 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all 

I hold it fit that we ftiake hands and pare, 

You, as yourbufines and defire (hall poynt you, 

For euery man hath bufines and defire 
Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 

Hora. T^efearebutwildeand whurling words my Lord. 



Yesfaithhartily, 

7 Hera, There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick but there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heercp 
It is an honeft Ghoft that let me tell you. 

For your defire to knowe what is bet weene vs 
Oremaftret as you may, and now good friends. 

As you are friends, fchollers, and louldiers, 

Giue me one poorerequeft. 

Hora. What i’ft my Lord, we will. 

Ham. N euer make knowne what you haue fetne to night. 
Booth. My Lord we will not. 
f&»M»Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora.' In faith my Lord not I. 

Mar. Nor J my.Lordm faith, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Udm. Vppon my fword. 

Mdr. W c hauc fworne my Lord already. 

Udm. Indeed e vppon my fword, indeea. 

Ghofi cries vndcr the Stdge. 

Gbofi. S we are. 

Hdm. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there trupenny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellowein the Sellerige, 
Confenttofweare. 

Hard. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeakc oft his thatyou haue feene 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gbofi. Sweare. 

Udm. Hk, & -vbique , then weele fhift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 

And lay your hands agairie vpon my fword, 

Sweare by my fword 

Neuer to fpeak e of this that you haue heard. 

Ghofi. Sweare by his fword. 

Udm. Well fayd olde Mole.can’ft worke it’h earth fo fail, 
A worthy Pioner, once more remooue good friends. 

Hm. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Hdm. And therefore as a (hanger giueit welcome. 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream't of in your plulofophie, but come 
Heere as before, neuerfo helpeyoumercy, 

(How ftrange or odde fo mere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance heereafter (hall thinke meet, 
ToputanAntickedifpofitiotion 
That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer ftialf 
With armes incombred thus, or this head /hake. 

Or by pronouncing offome doubtful! phrafe. 

As well, well, we knotve, or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or t here be and if they might, 

O r fuc h ambiguous gluing ou t, to n ote ) ° 

Thatyou knowe ought of me, this doe fweare. 

So grace and mercy atyour moft need e belpeyou. 

Gfafl. Sweare. 

Him. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirir rfoGentlemen, 

Witlull my loue I doc commend me to you, 




Am* 



Prince of Denrtiar\e . 

And what fo poore a man as Hdmlet is, 

May doe t’cxprefle his loue and (rending to you 
God willing (hall not lack, let vs goein together. 

And (fill vour fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of loynt, 6 curfcd fpight 
That euer I was borne to fet it tight. 

Nay come, lets goc together. Exeunt. 

Enter oli Polonius, with bis man or two . 

Tol. Giue him this money, and thefe notes I’^ynaldo. 

J\ey. I will my Lord. 

Vol. You (hall doe meruijes wifely good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifite him, to make inquire 
Of his behauiour. 
pej. My Lord, I did intend it. 

Vol. Mary well faid, very well faid 5 looke you fir. 
Enquire me firft what Danskcrs are in Parris, 

And how, and who, what meanes, and where they kcepe, 
What companie, at what expcnce, and finding 
By this cncompafinenr, and drift of queftion 
That they doe know my (onne, come you more nccrcr 
Then your perriculer demaunds will tuch it. 

Take you as t’were fome diitant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

%ey. I, very well my Lord. 

T»l. A nd in part him, but y ou may fay, not well, 
Buty’ft be he I tneane, hee’s very wilde, 

Adi&ed fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeriesyou pleafe, marry nonefo ranck 
As may difhonour him, rake heede of that, 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall llips. 

As are companions noted and moft knownc 
To youth and libertic. 

, As gaming tny Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwcaring. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goc fo for. 

Eey. My Lord, that would difhonour him, 

Toi. Fay th as you may fcafou it in the charge, 
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The Tragcdie of Hamlet 

You waft not put another fcandell on him, 

That he is open to incontinencic. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo qucntly 
That they may feemc the taints of libertic, 

Thefiafh and out-breake of a fierie mind, 

A fauagenes in vnrcclamed blood, 

.Of gencrall a (fault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

•Pol. Wherefore fhould you doe this? 

I{ej. I my Lord, I would know that, 

•Pol. Marry fir, beer’s my drift, . 

And I belieue it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe flight failles on my fonne 
Ast’were a thing a little foyld with working, 

Matlce you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would found 
Hauing euer feenein the prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be affur’d 
He doles with you in this confcquence. 

Good fir, (or fo.) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to the phrafe, or the addiftion 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good my Lord. 

T'ol. And then fir doos a this, a doos, what was I about to fay? 
By the made 1 was about to fay fomething, 

Where did I leaue ? 

%ey. At clofes in the confcquence. 

Pol, At clofes in the cqnfequencc, I many, 

He clofes thus, 1 know the gentleman, 

I faw himyeflerday, or th’other day, 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and as you lay, 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfc, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
1 faw him enter fuch a houfe offalc, 

Videlizef, a brothell, orfo foorth, fee you now, 

Your bait of falfhood take this carpe of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifedoroe, and of reach* 

With windleffcs, and with aflaies of bias. 

By inductions find diretions out, 

So by ray former lefturcandaduifc 



Prince of Denmar^e. 

Shall you my Ibnne *> you haue me, haue you not ? 

l{ey. Mv Lord, I haue. 

fol. God buy ye, far ye well. 

Rey. Good toy Lord. 

Vol. Obferue his inclination in your fclfe, 

3 ley. I lhall my Lord. 

<Tol. And let him ply his mufique. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Tol. Farewell. How now Ophelia, whats the matter ? 

Oph. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue bccnc fo affrighted, 

•Pol. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe. My Lord, as I was fowing in my doflet. 

Lor d Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d. 

No hat vpon His head, his flockins fouled, 

Vngartred, and downc gyued to his ancle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with a looke fo pittious in purport 
As if he had been loofed out of hell 
T o fpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy lou« ? 

Oph. My lord 1 doe not know. 

But truly I doe feare it. 

•Pol, Whatfaidhe? 

Oph. He tooke me by the wrifl, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arnie. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would ((raw it, long flay d he fo, 

At la(f , a little fhaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe. 

He raifd a figh fo pittious an d profound 
As it didfeeme to fhatter all his bulke, 

And end his becing 5 that done, he lets me goe, 

And with his head ouerhis fhoulder turn’d 
Hce feem’d to find his way wkhoQt his eyes, 

For out adoores he went without rheyr helps, 

And (o the laft beaded their light on me. 
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The Trdgedie cfHmlet 

Pol. Come, goe with mce, I will goe feeke the King, 

This is the very extacie of louc, 

Whofe violent propertie fordoos if felfe. 

And Icadcs the will to defperat vndertakings 
As oft as any pafsions vnder heauen 
That dooes afflift our natures : I am (orry. 

What, haue you gjur n him any hard words of late l 
Oph. No my good Lord, but as you did commaund> 

I did repell his letters, and denied 
His accede to me. 

* 1*01 Thar hath made him mad; 

I am forry, that with better heede and Judgement? 

3 had not cored him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
.And meant to wrack thee, but befhiow my Ieloufle# 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To cafl beyond our fclues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
T o lack difcrerion ycome,goc we to the King, 

This mufl be knownc, which beeingkept clofe, might mouc 
More griefeto hide, then hate to vtter louc, 

Conics. Exemt. 

Florffi* Enter King and £heene> Ppfencraus and 

CjuyldenFlerne. 

King. Welcome AetrcKofencrans, and (juyldcnfterne, 
Moreoucr, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haflie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation, focall it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the inward man 
" Refemblcs that it was, what it fhould be. 

More then. his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th’vnderflandingofhimfclfe 
1 cannot dreamcof: Ientrcatcyouboth 
That beeing of fo young dayes brought vp with him* 

A i nd firh fo nabored to his youth and hauior, 

That you voutfa fe your reft heerc in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies 
To draw him on to plcafures, and to gather 
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Prince of Denmark?. 

AACu* Tam two men there is not liumg 

To (hew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to expend your time with vs a while. 

For the (upply and profit 

Your vifitation fhall receiue fuch thanks 

As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Ref. Both your Maieflies 
Mifhr by the foueraigne power you haue of vs, 

Fufyour dread pleafures more into coromaund 
Then to entreatie. 

GhjI. But we both obey. 

And heerc giue vp our fclues in the full bent. 

To lay our feruice freely at your feete 

Tobecommaundcd. 

Km. Thank, Rofencraus , and gentle GtfjldettSlernt. 
Qfee. Thanks Guyldentterne, and gentle 1 \ofencraut. 
And I befecch you inftantly to vifife • 

My too much changed fonne, goe fome of you 
And bring thefc gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guyl. Hcauens make our prefcnee and our practices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. ., 

<S)uee. I Amcm £xeunt%of.AnlGu)ld. 

Enter Polonitu ♦ 

Pol. Th’cmbafladors from Norway my good Lord* 

Arc ioy fully rcturnd, 

Kmg. Thou flill haft been the father of good newes* 
Pot Haue I my Lord ? 1 aflurc my- good Liege 
I hold my dune as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King i 
A nd I doe thinke, or els this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie fo furc 
As it hath vfd to doe, that 1 haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie* 

King. O fpcake of that, that doe I long to hear** 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Tol. Giue firft admittance to th’cmbafladors. 

My ncwes fhall be the fruite to that great feaft* 

Ktng. Thy felfe doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He fells me my dccrcCjertrardhc hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes di(f emper. 

guee. I doubt it is no other but the rnaine 
His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter £mba(fadors. 

King. Well, we fhall fife him, welcome my good friend s, 
Say Voltemand , what from our brorher Norway ? 

Vol. Mod fairc returnc of greetings and defiresj 
V pon our firft, he fent out to fupprefle 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gainft the r PolUcke 9 
But better lookf into, he truly found 
It was againft your highnes, whereat greeu’d 
That fo his fickncs, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortcnbraffe, which he in breefe obeyes, 

Rcceiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 

Makes vow before his Vncle neucr more 
To giue th’affay of Arrries again!! your Maieftic 2 
Whereon old Norway Qucrcomc with ioy, 

Giues hhn threcfcorc thoufand crowncs m.anuall fee* 

And his commifsion to imploy thofe fouldiers 
So leuied (as before) againft the Pollacke , 

With an cntrcaf.ie hcercin further fhonc, 

That it might pleafe you to giue quiet paflTe 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 
As therein are fet downc. 

King, It likes vs well, 

And at our more confidered time, wce’Ic read, 

Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufines : 

Meane time, we fhankc you for your weH tooke labour, 
Goc to your reft, at night wcele feaft together. 

Mod welcome home. Exeunt Embujfadors. 

Tol. ThisbuGnesis wcH ended* 
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Prince of Denmark?- 

Mv Ue<»c and Maddam, tocxpoflulate 
Were nothingbu. fo w,fl 

SretuS "f* 

I will be briefe, your noble fonne is mad . 

Mad call I it, for 10 dcfinc tru f ™ adnCS *, 

VVhat iO but to be nothing els but mad. 

But let that goc. 

Quee. More matter with leflc art. 

pZ Maddam, I fwcare I vfe no art at all, 

That hee’s mad lis true, tis true, tis p«ty. 

And pitty tis tis true, a foohdi figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art. . 

Mad let vs graunt him then, and now remaines 
That we find out the caufe of this cftcct. 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defeft. 

For this effca defeaiue comes by caufe ? 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus 

Perpend, f n . 

i haue a daughter, haue while the is mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, marke. 

Hath "'men me this, now gather and furmile, 

° fo the Celefhall and my fifties I doll, themoU beau - 
ttfied Ophelia, that's an ill phrafi, a vile phrafi, 
beautified is a vile phrafi, but you fiall heart: thus in - 
her excellent white bofime, thefe &c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ! . , f „ 

Tol. Good Maddam flay awhile, I will be faithful], 

‘Doubt thou the flarres are fire. Letter, 

Doubt that the Sume doth m»ue t 
Doubt truth to be a Iyer, . 

Sutneuer doubt I loue. 

O deere Ophelia, I am ill at thefe numbers , I haue not art to reden 
my crones but that Ilouc thccbefl,6moft beft belicueit, adew* 
Thine cuermore moft dccre Lady, whilft this machine is to him. 
Tol. Thisinobedience hath my daughter Ihowne me, {Hamlet. 
And more about hath his folicitings 

As* 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

As they fell out by time, by mcanes, and place, 

AH giuen to trunetarc. 

King But how hath Hie reccm’d his louc ? 

Pol What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. As of a man faithful! and honorable. 

Pol 1 would faine proue fo, but what mightyou thinke 
When I had fee nc this hole loue cn the wing, 

As I pcrceiu’d it (I muff tell you that) / 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deere Maiefiic your Queene heerc thinke. 

If I had playd the Dcske, or Table booke, 

Or giuen my hare a working mute and dumbc. 

Or lookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, Iwcnt round to workc. 

And myyoungMifiristhusIdid befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Bar, 

This mull not be : and then I preferiprs gauc her 
That fhc fhould locke her fclfc from her refort, 

A dmit no mcfTengcrs, receiuc no tokens. 

Which done, fhetooke thefruites of my aduife: 

And he repelPd, a fhort talc to make, 

Fell into a fadnes, then info a fafi, 

Thence to a wath, thence into a weakenes. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this declenfion, 1 
Into the madnes wherein now he raues. 

And all we mourne for. 

Kwg f Doe you thinke this? 

jQuee. It may be very like. 

To/. Hath there been fuch a time, I would faine know that. 
That I hauc pofiriuely faid, fis to, 

When it proou’d otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol Take this, from this, if this be otherwife * 

If circumfianccs leade itfe, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we fry it further ? 

Pol You know fometimes lie walkcs fourc houres together 
Hecrc in the Lobby* 
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Prince of Denmark 

Be vou and I behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if helouc her nor, 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon 
Let me be no afsiftant for a ftate 
But k eepe a farroc and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

6 EnterHamlet. , 

Cuee But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 

fe* Away, I doe befeech you both away, Exit King and Queene. 
He bord him prefently, oh giue me leaue. 

How dooes my good Lord Hamlet i 
Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Tol. Doe you knowe me my Lo™ . 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 

Tol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I wouldyou were lb honefr a man. 

Tol. HoneftmyLord. 

Ham. I fir to be honefr as this world goes. 

Is ro be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand. 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the funne br eede maggots i n a d ead dogge , beinga 

good kifsing carrion. Haue you a daughter i 

Tol. I haue my Lord. ; . . 

Ham. Let her riot walke i’th Sunne, conception is a biasing. 

But as your daughter may conceaue, friend looke to t. 

Tol. How fay you by that, frill harping on my daughter, yet bee 

knewe me not at firft, afayd I Was aFiftimonger, ais farre gone, 
and truly inmyyouth, Ifuffred much extremity for loue, very 
neere this. Ilefpeake to himagaine. What doe you r cade my 
Lord. . 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord. 

Ham. Betweenewho. 

Tol. I meane the matter that you reade my Lord. 

Ham. Slaunders fir $ for the fatericall rogue fayes heere, that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arewrmckled, their eyes 
.purging thick Amber, & plumtree gura,& that they haue a pier," 
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The T rage Tie of Hamlet 

tifiilllacke of wit, together, with moft weake hims, all which (J, 
though I moft powerfully and potentliebeheue, yet I hold it not 
ho nelly to haue it thus fee downe, for your felfe fir lhall growe old 
as I am riflike a Crab you could goe back watd. 

Pal. Though this be mad nede* yet there is method in’t, will you 
walke our of the ayre ixfy Lord d 
Ham. Intomygraue. 

Tol, Indeede that’s out of theayrejhotV pregnant fometimes 
his replies are, a happines that often- madnefie hies on, which reafon 
and fanftity could not fo profperoufl/ be de'iuered of. I will Jeaue 
him and my daughter. My Lord, I will take my ienuc of von. 

Hum. You cannot take from meeany thing that I will not more 
willingly part withal! : except my life, except my life, except my 
life- Enter Guyldcrfle rue , and Rofencraks. - -7 i 

Pol. Fare you well iny Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

Pol. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet , there he is. 

Hgf. God faue you fir. 

Giiyl. My honor’d Lord. 
l\of. My moft deere Lord. 

Ham. My extent good friends, how doofl thou Guyldcrflernel 
A Rgfencraus , good lads how doeyou both ? 

Rif As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Grey!. Happy, in that we are not euer happy oft 1 Fortunes lap* 

We are not the very button. , *. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fliooe. I 

Rof. Neither ray Lord. 

Ham. Then you liue about her waft, or in the.middkoHierfa- 
Guyl. Faith her priuates we, (uors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune,oh mod true,flie is a ftruiupet, 
What newes t’ 

Rof. None my Lord, but the worlds grownehoneft. 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neere, but your nevves is not true? 

But in the beaten way of fri end fh i p, wna t make you at Elfonoml 
Rof. Tovifit youmy Lord, no other occafion. 

, Ham. BeggerthatIam,Ianieuerpooreinthankes,butIthanl.t 
you, andfure dearefriends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeny; . 
Were you not fent for ? is it your owne inclining s’ is it a free vifitati 
on ? come, come, deale iuftly with me,come,come, nay fpeake. 

Gi<y. Whacfliouldwefaymy Lor^C 



Prince of Denmark ' 

mn. 

crafttnougiiiVcuUmirtYknow the goodKing and Quecne haue 
fent for you. ' T -A? 

•T 

rights ofour fehowinip > ) - , ^ what more deare a 

me whether you were fent for or no. 

bL Nay'ilSi'naut an eyeofyou ? ifyou l°»c me lo’.d not of. 

difcouerv! andyonr fecrccie to the Kin§& C^eenc inoult 
ther, I haue of late , but wherefore I ktjowe not, loft all my m * 
forgen all cuflome of exercifes: and indeede it S oes J o1 ^ 

my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth , feemestomee a 
flerill promontorie , this meft excellent Canopie theayre , looke 
you, this braue ©rehanging firmament, this maiefticall roofefret- 
ted with golden fire , why ttappeareth nothing to a doule 

and<pefiilent congregation of vapoures . What peece of wo ke 
man, how noble in reafon, how infinit in Acuities , in forme and 
Mooting, how expreffe and admirable in aftion , how like an Ann 

gell inapprehenuon,howlikeaGod ithebeautieoftlreworl , "> 
paragon of Annimalesj and yet to me, what is this Quint cffence o 
duft : man delights not me , nor women neither , tnough y J our 
fmilling, you feeme to fay fo. 

Rtf. My Lord, there was no filch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yee laugh then, when I fayd man delights not me. 

I \pf. To thinke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lemon 
enteitainment the players fliall receaue from you , we coted them 
on the way, and hether are they comming to offer you feruice. 

Ham. Hethatplayes the King ftial be welcome, his JMaieltie fhal 
liaue tribute on me, the aduenterous Knight fliall vfe his foy le and 
target, the Louer fhall not figh gratis, the humorus Man fhall end 
his part in peace, and the Cady fhall fay her minde freely : or the 
black verfe fliall haultfor’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Trage^ 
diansoftheCitry, 

F a Ham. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Km. How chances it they trauaile i their refidence both in recti 
tation, and profit was better both wayes. 

Kfi I thinke their inhibition, comes by themeanesof thelato 
innouafion. e 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was in 
the Citty $ arc they fo followed. 
fyf* Noindeedearethcynot. 

Ham. It is not very Orange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke,and 
thofethat would make mouths at him while my father liued,»i ue 
twenty, fortie, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, forhisP&re 
m little, s’bloud there is fomthing in this more then natural! if 
Philofophie could find itout. ~4Flori/b. * 

Guyl. There are the players. 

Haw. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands come 
then, th appurtenance of welcome is faihion and ceremoniejlet 
mee comply with you in this garb t let me extent to the players, 
which I tell you mail fhowc fairely outwar ds , fiiould moreap, 
pearelike entertainment then yours d you are welcome: but my 
Vncle-father,and Aunt-mother,aredeceaucd. 

Guyl. In what my deareLord. 

Km I am but mad North North weft ; when the wind is Sou. 
therly, I knowe a Hauke,from a hand faw. 

Enter Polonim. 

Toh Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Harke you CuyUmftcrnc, and you to, at each eare a hearer, 
that »r eat baby you fee chereis not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 

Happily he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay an 
old man is twice a child. 1 1 

Ham. I will prophecy, he comes to tell me of the players.markit, 
lou fay right fir, a Monday morning, t’was then indeede. 

"Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

in Rome^ L ° ldI haue newcs 10 reI >' ou: when fyjfius was an Aftor 

Pol. The A ft or s are come hether my Lord. 

Km. Buz, buz. 

Pol. V ppon my honor. 

Kam. Then came each After on his Afle. 

t^n "n 1 n >e ^,?^? r « in 'he world, either for Tragedie,Cometiy, 

Huioiy, Paftorall, Paftorall Comic all j HiftoricallPaftorall,fcene 

indeuidiblc- 
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Prince of Denmark* 

. a nJrliMe or Poem vnlimited. Sctneca cannot be too heauy , nor 
?wSiS‘ohhclawcof wri., and t h e lib«y : ,hefea,=d« 

O Ieptba Iudge of Ifraell, what a treafure had ft thou ? 

•Pol ’ WhatatreafurehadhemyLord? . A 

Km. Whyonefaircdaughterandnomore, the which he loued 
pafsing well. 

r Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Bam. Am I not i’th right old Ieptba i 

W If you call me Ieptba my Lord, I haue a daughter that I loue 
• Bam. Nay that followes nor (pafs.ng well. 

Pol. What followes then my Lord s’ 

Ham. Why as by lot God wots and then you knowe it came to 
palTc, asmoft like it was ; the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
fiioweyou more, for look e where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Players. 

Utm. You are welcome maifters, welcome all , I ana glad to fee thee 

well, welcome good friends , oh old friend , why thyface is va- 

Janft fince I faw thee la&com’ft thou to beard me in Denmark^ 
wlutmv young Lady and miftris, by lady yourLadifliippeis 
nerer to heauen , then when I faw you laft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray G od your voyce like a peece ofvncurrantgold, 
bee notcrackt within the ring: maifters you are all welcome, 
weele ento’t like friendly Eankners , fly at any thing vve fee, 
weele haue a fpeech ftraite , come giue vs a taft of your quality, 
come a pafsionate fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, but it was neuer afted, 
or if it was,notaboue once , for the play I remember pleafd not 
the milIion,t’was cauiary to the generall,but it was as I receaued 
it 3c others , whofe Judgements in fuch matters cried in the top 
fmine»an excellent play, well digefted in the fcenes,fet downs 
with as much modeflie as cunning . I remember one fayd there 
were no fallets in the lines , to make the matter fauory , nor no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeftion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as whole fome as fweete, 3c by very 
much,morehandfome then finerone fpeech in’r I chiefely loued, , 
i’was ^ieneas talke to Dido, 3c there about of it especially when he 
fpeakes of Priams (laughter , ifitliue in yout memory begin at 
Shis line, let mefee, let me fec,the rugged Pirbus like Th’ircanian 

Fv beafl. 






The Tragedie of Hamlet 

beaft, tis not fo,itbeginnes with ‘Pirrbu $ i the rugged Tirrbus,he whofe 
fable Armes, 

Black as his purpofe did the night referable. 

When he lay couched in th’omynous horfe-, 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmeard. 

With heraldy more difmall head to foore, 

Now is he totall Gules horridly trickc 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and empafted with the parching ftreetes 
That lend a tirrafcus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther, rolled in wrath and fire. 

And thus or^-'cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbunkles,the hclhfh Thinhus 
Old grandfire Trim feekes 5 fo proceede you. 

Tol. Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
‘Play. Anon he finds him, (difcretion, 

Striking too Ihort at Greek es, his antickefword 
Rebellious to hisarme, lies where itfals, 

Repugnant to commaund *, vnequall roatchr, 

Tirrbus at Trim driues , in rage ffnkes wide, 

But with the whiffe and winde of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father fals : 

Seerning'tofeele this blowe, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his bafe 5 and with a hiddious crafli 
Takes prifoner Tin-bus eare, for loe his fword 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Ofreuerent Trim, feem’d l’th ayre to flick. 

So as a painted nrant TinlMs flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 

Hid nothing : 

But as we often fee againft lome florme, 

A filence in the heauens,the racke (land flill, 

The bold winds fpeechlefle, and rheorbebelowc 

As hulh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after Tin-bus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeariOcfets him new a worke. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On TAdrfcs Armor forg’d for proofe eterne, 

With lefle remorfe then Tiirbus bleeding fword 
N overalls on Vnm. 




Prince .of Denmark 

Out, out, thou flrumpet Fortune, all you gods,’ 

Tn Generali finod take away her power, 

Br?ake all the fpokes, and follies from her wheel e. 

And boule the round naue downe the hill of heauen 
As loweas to the fiends. 

hL SaSrbers with your beard ; pretheefay on, he’s 
fo fwe,or a taleof bawdry, or heflee P es,fay on.cometo Hecuba. 

TUy.%« who, a woe, had feene the mobled Queene, 

. u<m. The mobled Queene. 

Tol. That’s good. . , 

Thy Runne barefoote vp and downe, threatning the 

With Btfoti rehume.a clout vppon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

Ablancketin the alarmeoffeare caught vp. 

Who tins had feene, with tongue m venom f leept, 

Gainfl fortunes flate would treafon haue pronounit J 
But if the gods themfelues did fee her then, 

When fhefaw Tirrbus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her huf band limmes, 

The inftant burfl of clamor that flie made, 

VnlefTe things mcrtall tnooue them not at all. 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
Andpafsioninthegods. . , 

Tol. Looks where he has not turnd lus cullour, and has teares m s 
eves, prethee no more. £1 . r 

'hJ,. Tis well, lie haue thee fpeake out the reft of this loone, 

Good my Lord will you fee the players well bellowed 5 doe you 
heare, letthembe wellvfed, for they arc thcabflratt andbreere 
Chronicles of the time 5 after your death you were better haue a 

bad Epitaph then their ill report while you liue. - 

Tol. My Lord,! will vfe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe euery man after his de- 
fert, & who fliall fcape whipping, vfe them after your owne honor 
and dignity , the lefle they deferue the more merrit is in your boun- 
ty. Take them in. 

Tol. Come firs. 

&a».Follow him friends, wede heare a play to morrowcjdoft thou 

heare 
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The Tragedle of Hamlet 

heare me old friend, can you play the murther of Gmqtgo f 
Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Wecle hate to morrowe night, you could for need e Hudy 
afpeechof foraedofen lines, or fixteene lines, which Iwouldfec 
do wne and infert in’t, could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. V cry well .folio we that Lord, & looke you mock him net.' 
My good friendsjlle leaue you tell night, you are welcome to Elfui. 
Exeunt Pol. and Players. 



owe. 



Rof- Good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Ham. I fo God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefantflaue am I. 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion, in a dreame ofpafsion 
Could force his foulc fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes,diftraftion in his afpeft, 

A broken voyce, an his whole function futing 
With formes to his conceit jand all for nothing. 

For Hecuba. 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weepe for her f“what would he doe 
Had he the motiue, and that for pafsion 
That I haue t he would drowne the ftage with teares 
And deaue the gencrall eare with horrid fpeecli. 
Make mad the guilty, and appale the.free. 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeede 
The very faculties cf eyes and eares jyetl, 

A dull and muddy metteld raskall peake. 

Like Iohn-a-dreames, vnprfegnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothing} no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and moll deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward, 

Who cals me villaine, breakes my pate a crofTe, 
Pluck es offiny beard, and b'owes it in my face, 
Twekes me by the nofe, giues me the lie l’th thraotc 
As deepe as to the lunges, who does me this, 

Hah, s’wounds I lhould taken .-for it cannot be 
But I ampidgion liuerd, and lack gall 



To 



Prince of Denmark 

To make opprefs’ on bitter, or ere this 

I (hould a fatted all the region kytes . ■ 

With this flaues offal!, bloody, baudy vil a.ne, 

Kemorfiedc, tree!) emus, lecherous, kindlelTe villaine. 

Why what an Aile am I, this is moll braue, 

That I the fonne of a decre inurthered. 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell. 

Muff like a whore vnpacke my hart with words, 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe; a ftallyon, fie vppont, rol 
About my braues *, hum, I hauchcard, ,c 
That guilty creatures fitting at a play, ' 

Haue by the very cunning of the fecne, 

Beene drookc fo to the foule, thatprcfentljT 
They haue proclaim’d their malcfaftions : 

For murther, though it haue no tongue will fpcake 
With mod miraculous organ : He haiic thefe Players 

Play fomething like the murther of my father - 

Before mine Vnde, lie obferue his looke*. 

He tent him to the quiche, if a doe blench 
1 know my courfc. The fpirit that I haue feene 
May be a deale, and the deale hath power 
T’afTumc a.pleafing drape, yea, and perhaps. 

Out of my weakcncs, and my melancholy. 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirit*, 

Abufes me to damne me 5 He hiue ground* 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 
Wherein lie catch the confidence of the King. Exit. 

Enter King, Gtecene, Tolon'ms, Ophelia , Uofeucraus, (yttyl* 
denTlerne , Lords. 

King. An can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo hardily all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacic ? 

%gf. He dooes confcfle he feelcs himfelfe didraSed, 

But from what caufe, a will by no mcanes fpcake. 

Guy l Nor doewe find him forward to be founded. 

But with a craftie madnes keepes aloofe 
When wc would bring him on to fomc confcfsion 

G. 
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The TrageSe of Hamlet 

Of his true ftate, 

Quee. Didhereceiueyouwell? 

%of. Mott like a gentleman. 

Cjuyl. But with much forcing of his difpofition, 
kof. Niggard ofqueftion, but of our demaunds 
Mott free in his reply. 

Quee. Did you aflay him to any pattime ? 

Rof. Maddatn, it fo fell out that cerraine Players 
Weore-raught on the way, of thefc we told him. 

And there did fectne in him a kind of ioy 
To hcare of it : they are heere about the Court, 

And as I thinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. Tis mott true. 

And he befeecht me to intreatyour Maicftic* 

To heareandfee the matter. , 

King. With all my hart, 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen giue him a further edge. 

And dnue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. We fhall my Lord. Exeunt %of. & GttjL 

Ktng. Sweet CjertrardMmt vs two. 

For we haue clofely Cent for Hamlet hether, 

That he as t’were by accedent, may heere 
Affront Ophelia ; her father and my felfe, 

Wcc’le fo befiow our fclues, that feeing vrifecnc, 

We may of their encounter franckly iudge. 

And gather by him as he isbehao’d, 

1ft be th’affliff ion of his louc or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee. I (hall obey you. 

And for your part Ophelia, I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnes, fo fhall I hope your vertucs. 

Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your honours. 

Oph. Maddam,Iyvi(hitmay. 

Pol. Ophelia walke you hscrc, gracious fo plcafc you, 



Prince of Denmark?. 

We will bettow our fclues rcadc on this booke, 

That (how of fuch an excrcife may cullouc 
Your lovylinesj we are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d, that with dcuotions viGgc 
And pious aftion, we doe fugar ore 
The deuill himfelfe. 

Kmg. Otis too true, . 

Howfmart a lafh that fpecch doth giue my confcicncc. 
The harlots checkc beautied wirh plaflringart* 

Is not more ougly to the thing that helps if. 

Then is my deede to my mott painted word : 

O hcauy burthen. 

Cuter Hamlet, 

Pol. I hearchim comming, with- draw my Lord. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queltion, 
Whether tis nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armes againtt a fca of troubles. 

And by oppofing, end them, to die to fleepe - 

No more, and by a fleepe, to fay we end 

The hart-ake, and the thoufand naturall fliocks 
That flefh is heirc to 5 tis a confumaticn 
Dcuoutly to be wifht to die to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance fo dreame, I there’s the rub, 

For in that fleepe of death what dr cames may come 
When we haue fhuffled off this mortall coylc 
Mutt giue vs paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamine of fo long life: 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes of time, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proude mans contumely, 
The pangs of defpiz’d louc, the lawes delay. 

The i.nfolence of office, and the fpurncs 
That patient merrit of th’vn worthy takes, 

When he himfelfe might his quiefas make 
With a bare bodkin 5 who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a wearie life. 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d country, from whofe borne 

G t 







The Tragedie of Hamlet 

No trauiler refui nes, puzzels the will, 

And makes vs rather beare thole ills wc hauc, 

Then flie to others that we know not of; 

Thus conlcience doaes makfe cowards, 

And thus the natiue hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale call of thought, 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard theyr currents fume awry. 

And loofe the name of ixflion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophcln t, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Oph. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour For this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you well. 

Oph. My Lord, I haue remembrances ofyours 
That 1 haue longed lbngto redeliuer, 

1 pray you now receiue them: 

Ham. No, not I, I neuergaue you ought. 

Opb . My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did, 

And with them words dffo fweet bftath compofd 
As madethefe things more, rich, their perfume loll, 

T ake thefe againe, fof to the noble mind 
R ich gifts wax poore when gtuers proouc vnkind, 

There my Lord. . . ' ' 1 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you nbhclt. ' , l ' : 

Oph. My Lord? ' - i; ’ ? ‘y l "\ ' : 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Opb. What meanes your Lordfliip ; 

Ham. Thatif you be honclt& faire, you Ihotffd admit - 
no dilcourfe favour beautic. 

Oph. Couldbeauty my Lord hauc better comerfe 
Then with honeflic i 

Ham. I truly, for the power ofbeautie will Fooner transformed 
nellie from what it is to a bawde, then the force of honcflie can trar. 
late beautie info his likenes, this was fometime a paradox, but nowt 
time giues it proofe , 1 did loue you once; 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made roc belieuefo. 

Ham. You fhould not haue belecu’d me, for vertue cannot lb 
euocutat our old Hock, but wc lhall rclilh of it, I loued you not. 

Of 



ft 



f‘*UOUa* 



Prince of Denmarke. 

Oph. ‘^ea^onry .whywould’rt thou be a breeder of fin- 

G . Sfcind.fFerenthoneft, but yet I could accufe mee of 
nets, I am m> fe niy jyichcr bad not borne mee : I am 

fuch things, t ia wc f 0 U ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 
very proude, e t | icm j n , imagination to giuc them flaape, 

, hc „ I Xhai (hould fuch fellowes a! I do craulin» be- 

ZZl »*>"■* , »«.*£*""• kn,u„ bcleeoe none of vs. 

Xy waies >o a Noory. Where's you, facher ? 

h Oph. At home my Lord. 

mm/a’foole', for mire men known mllenoogh'Xlmonrtersyoa 

make of I hem r lo a Nunry goe, and quickly (0, farewell. 

f- * 

umyou one face, and you make your fclfes anorher, yougig&am- 

marriage, rbofe rba. are married abeadre alt 
but one lhallliue,thc retHball keep as they are : lo a Nunry go. .x„. 

Oph. O what a noble mind is heerc orethrownc • ; 

The Courtiers, fouldiers, fchollers, eye, tongue, Iword, 
Th’exoeftation, and Rofe of the faire (late, 

The oiafle of fafhion, and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obferuers, quite quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moft dcieft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honny of his mufickt vowes*, 

Now fee what noble and meftfoueraignereafon 
Like (wcet bells iangled out of time, and harm, 

That vnmatcht forme, and fiature of blowne youth 

BbQcd with extacie, 6 woe is mec 

T’hauc feene what 1 hauc fecnc, fee what 1 fee* 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Enter Kwg and 'Polonius. 

King. Loue, his affefiions doe nor that way tend. 

Nor what he fpakc, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,, there’s fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doc doubt, the hatch and the dtfdofe 
VVillbefomc dangers which for to preuenr, 

I hauc in quick determination 
Thus fet it downe .• he (hall with fpeedc to England, 

For the dentaund of our negle&ed tribute. 

Haply the Teas, and countries different. 

With variable obiefis, fhall cxpell 
This fomething fetlcd matter in his hart, 

Whereon his braines Hill beating 
Puts him thus from falhion ofhimfelfe. 

What thinke you on’t ? 

Pel, It fhall doe well. 

But yet doe I belicue the origin and comcncemenf of his greefe, 
Sprung from ncglcded loue : How now Opbeltal 
You needc not fell vs what Lord Hamlet faid, 

We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But ifyou hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Qucene-mother all alone inti eafe him 
To (how his griefc, let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d (fo pleafe you) in the care 
Of all their conference, if fhc find him not, 

To England fend him : or confine him where 
Y our wifedome befl (hall thinke. 

King. It (hall be fb, 

Madnes in great ones muff not vnmatcht goc. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet , and three of the Players. 

Elam. Spcake the fpccch I pray you as I pronoun’d it to you, trip* 
pingly on the tongue, but ifyou mouth it as many of our Players do, 
I Had as line the fowne cryer fpoke my lincs,nor doe notfaw fheayre 
too much with your hand thus, but vfe all gently , for in the very tor- 
rent temped, and as I may fay, whirlwind of your paflion, yournuli 
acquire and beget a temperance , that may giue it fmoothnefle , oil 
offends nice to the foule, to hcarc a robuftious perwig-pated fellow 

tgii 
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Prince of Dcnwarke. 

.... a paflion to totters, to very rags, to fpleet the cares of the ground-. 

fvvho for the mod part arc capable of nothing but mexplica- 

Kmbefliowes, and noyfc : I would haue fuch a fellow whipt for 
oredooing Termagant, it out Herods Herod, pray you auoyde it. 

° layer. I warrant your honour. _ . . * 

Hamlet. Re not too tame neither, but let yourowne diferetton be 
vour tutor, fute the aflion to the word, the word to the aflion , with 
Ssfoeciall obferuancc, that you ore-deppe not the mode he of na- 
c - P For any thing Co ore-doone, is from the purpofe of playing, 
whofe end both at the fird, and novve, was and is, to holoc as twerc 
dr Mirrour vp to nature, to drew vertue her feature 5 fcorne her own 
Wc and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflure: 
Now this ouer- done, or come tardte off, though it makes the vnskil- 
full lauoh , cannot but make the iudicious grecue, the ccnfure of 
which one, mud in your allowance ore-weigh a whole Theater of o- 
thers O there be Players that I haue fecne play , and heard others 
prayfd, and that highly , not to fpcake it prophanely , that neither ha- 
uin» th’accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chridian , Pagan, nor 
man, haue fo ftrutted & bellowed, that I hauc thought fome of Na- 
tures Iornimen had made men, and not made them well , they imita- 
ted humanitiefoabhominably. ' 

•player 1 hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

Ham. O reformat altogether, and let thofe that play your clowncs 
fecake no more then is fet downe for them, for there be of them that 
wil thenafelues laugh, to fet on fome quantiticof barrainc fpeftators 
to !au»h to, though in the meane time, fome neccffary quedionot 
the play be theoJto be confidercd, that’s villanous, and fhewes a molt 
pittifull ambition in the foole that vfes it : goe make you rcadic. How 
now my Lord, will the King heare this peecc of workc ? 

Enter Pefpfpui, Cj uyldenflcrne, & PpfenCraus, 

Pol. And the Queehe toi and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Ptaycr$jpakc haft. Will you two help to haften the. 
Rof I my Lord. ^ Exeunt they two. 

Ham. Whathowe, Horatio. Enter Horatio, 

Hora. Hecre fweet Lord, at your feruicc* 

Ham. Horatio , thou art een asiuft a man 
^s*erc my conucrOuion copt wuhall. 

Hor. O my dcereLord. M 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Nayj doenot thinke 1 flatter, 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee 
That no reuenew had but thy good fpirits - 

To feede and clothe thee, why (hould the poore be flatterd ? 
No, let the candied tongue lickc abfuAl pompc, 

And crookc the pregnant hindgesof the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning ; doofl thou hcare, 

Since my dearc foule was mi (Iris of her choice. 

And could of men diflinguifh her eleftion, 

S’hath feald thee for herfclfe, for thou haft been 
As one in fuffring all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft fane with equall thanks ; and blcft are thofc 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo well comedled, 

That they are not a pype for Fortunes finger 
To (bund what flop (he plcafc : giue me that man 
That is not pafiions ftaue.and I will wcare him 
In my harts core, I in my hart of hart 
As I doc thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One fccne of it comes neere the circumflancc 
Which I hauc told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethce when thou feeft that ail a foote, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vnde.if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it fclfe vnkennill in one fpcech. 

It is a damned ghoft that we hauc (eene, 

And my imaginations arc as foule 
As ZJulcans filthy ; giue him hecdfull note, 

For I mine eyes will riuetro his face, 

And after we will both our judgements ioyne 
In ccnfure of his feeming. 

Her. Well myiord, 

If a fteale ought the whilfl this play is playing 
And feape deteffed, 1 will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drbmmes, King, Qucenc, 
Polonms, Ophelia. 

Ham. They are comming to the play. I muft be idle. 



— 



Prince of DenmarJ^e. 



Get you a place. 

jC,ng. How fares our cofin Hamlet f 

Ham. Excellent yfaith, 

Of tfi? Camclions difh, I eate the ayre, 
promiferam’d, you cannot feede Capons fo. 

King. 1 hauc nothing with this aunfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You play d once i’th V njuerfitie you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord , and was accounted a good Afior, 

Ham. What did you ena£t ? 

‘Pol. I did enaft Iulitts Cafir, I was kild i’th Capi tall, 

'Bruttu kild mec. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill Co capitall a calfe there. 

Be the Players readied 

j\of. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience, 

Gtr, Come hether my deere Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, heerc’s mettle more attra&iuc. 

Pol. O ho, doe you markc that. 

Ham. Lady (hall I lie in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. M 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fayre thought to lye bctwccnc may dcs legs. 

Oph . What is my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Oph. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God your onely Iigge-maker, what ffiould a man do but 
be merry, for looke you how chcercfully my mother lookes, and my 
fither died within’s two howres. 

Oph. Nay, css twice two months my Lord, 

Ham. So long, nay then let the dcule weare blacke , for lie hauc a 
fUte of fables ; 6 heauens, die two months agoe, and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memorie may out»liuc his lifehalfea 
yeere, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then, or els ftiall a fuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, for 6,foe 
°> l hc hobby-horfe is forgot, 

H. 
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The T rage die of Hamlet 

The Trumpets founds. Dumbc flow follows, 

enter a King and a Jgueene, the ggeene embracing him , and he her, he 
takes her vp, and declines his headjvpon her necke , he lyes him downe m. 
pen a bancke of flowers, Jhe feeing him afleepe, leones him ; anon cmeina 
other man, ta\es of his crowne , kffies it , pours poyfon in the fieepersearei, 
and leaues him', the Queene returnes, finds the King dead, makes paJJio m ’ ( 
allion, the poy finer with fome three or foure come in againe j feeme to cm 
dole with her, the dead body is carried away, the poyfner wooes the Client 
with gifts, fhee feeme s harfh awhile, but in the enfi accepts loue, 

Oph. What meanes this my Lord? 

Ham. Marry this munching Mallico , it meanes mifehiefc. 

Oph. Belike this fhow imports the argument of the play. 

Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter Prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe, they’le fell all. 

Oph. Will a tell vs what this ihow meant ? 

Ham. I, or any fhow that you will fliow him, be not you afhatn’d 
to ihow, hcelc not fhamc to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, He mark the play, 

Prologue. For vs and for our Tragcdie, 

Hcere Hooping to your ciemencie. 

We beggeyour hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the poflc of a ring ? 

Oph, Tisbrecfcmy Lord. 

Ham. As womans louc. 

Enter King and§ueene. 

King. F ull thirtie times hath Thebus cart gone round 
Tfeptunes (alt wafti, and Tel/us orb’d theground, 

And thirtie dofen Mooncs with borrowed ihcenc 
About the world haue times tweluc thirties beenc 
Since loue our harts, and Hymen did our bands 
Vnitc comuruall in moft (acred bands. 

Siuee. So many iourneyes may the Sunne and Moon* 

Make vs againe count ore ere loue be doonc. 

But woe is me, you are (o fickc of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from our former ftafe. 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diflruff, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muff. 

F ot 



| 










Prince of Dentnar^e. 

c or women fcare too much, euen as they loue. 

And womens fcare and loue hold quantitie, 

Fvthcr none, in neither ought, or in extremitie. 

Now what my Lord is proofs hath raadeyouknow, 

And as my loue is ciz’d, my fcare ts fo. 

Where loue is great, the litleft doubts are fcare, 

Where little feares grow great, great loue growes there, 

Kint. Faith I muft leaue thee loue, and ihortly to, 

My operant powers their funaions lcauc to do. 

And thou Hiatt liucin thisfaire world behind, 

Honord, bclou’d, and haply one as kind. 

For husband (halt thou. 

Ouee. O confound the reft, 

Such loue muft needcs be treafon in my breft, 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fccond, but who kild the nrft. Ham. That s 

The inftances that fecond marriage mouc wormwood 

Are bafe refpeas of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead. 

When fccond husband kifies me in bed. 

King. I doc belieue you thinke what now youipeakc. 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flauc to mcmoric, 

Of violent birth, but poore validitie. 

Which now the fruite vnripc flickson the tree. 

But fall vnfliaken when they mellow bee. 

Moft neccHary tis that we forget 

To pay our felues what to our fclues is debt. 

What to our fclues in pafsion we propofc, 

The pafsiotrending, doth the purpofe loft. 

The violence of eyther, griefe, or ioy, 

Their owne ennaff ures with tbemfclues deftroy, 

Where ioy moft reuels, griefe doth moft lament, 

Sreefe ioy , ioy griefes, on (lender accedcnt, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange, 

- Hat euen our loues fhould with our fortunes change S 
For tis a queftion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether loue lead fortune, or els fortune loue. 

The gicat man downe, you raarkc his fauourite flyes, _ 

Ha The 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies, 

And hetherto dothloue on fortune tend, 

F or who not needes, (hall neuer lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Dire&ly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begunne, 

Our wills and fates doefo contrary runne, 

That our deuifes dill are ouerthrownc. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends noneofourowne, 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy fird Lord is dead. 

J£uee. Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light. 
Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 

To defperation turne my frud and hope. 

And Anchors chcerc in prifon be my fcope r 
Each oppofite that blancks the face ofioy, 

Meete what 1 would haue well, and it dedroy. 

Both heere and hence purfue me lading drife. 

If once 1 be a widdow, euer 1 be a wife. 



Ham. If die fliould 
breakeitnow. 



King. Tts deeply fworne.fwcetleaue me heere a while, 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepe. 

Jgheei Sleepe rock ihv braine. 

And neuer come mifchancekstweene vs fwaine. Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how likeyou this play? 

G>uee. The Lady doth proted too much mec thinks. 

Ham. O but Ihee’le keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is tbereno offence in’t ? 

Ham. No.no, they do but red, poyfon in ied.nooffcnce i’th world. 

King. What doe you call the play? 

Ham. The Mcufetrap, mary how tropically, this play is thelmage 
ofamurtherdooneinFttWM, Gonzagois the Dukes name, fi is wife. 
! Eaptifla , you fhall fee anon, tis a knauifh peece of woike.but what of 
that ? your Maieflie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches vs not, 
let thcgauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrong. This is one Lh- 
annus. Nephew to the K ing. 

£ titer Luc'tanus , 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret bctwccncyou and your love 



Prince of Denmark 

.p T could fee the puppets dallying. 

lf S You are keene my lord.youare keene. 

%m. It would cod you a groning to take off mine edge. 

to 1oyorrn"t"yothuJ,3nds. B e gin™matrti«« lauc 
,^l.b°efKe. and beg, n, come, the crok,n S Rauen doth bellow 

f °L Thoughts black, hands apt, drugges fit, and time agreeing, 
rnnfiderat feafon els no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranck, of midnight wcedes coUefled, 

VVith Hecaubm thrice bladed, thrice muefted. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 

the ftoryis extant, and written in very choice Italian, you flia C 
inon how the murtherer gets the loue of Gonzagoet wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quec. How fares mv Lord? 

•Pol. Giue ore the play. 

Bam. Why let the drooken Deere goc weepe. 

The Hart vngauled play. 

For fome mud watch while fome mud ileepe, 

Thmmnnesihe world away. Would no. dm firdcaforreftoffca- 
*<rs if the reft of rov fortune! turne Turk wnh me, with prournciaU , 
Rofeson my raz'd Ihooes, gel me afcllowlhip m a cry ofplayers ? 
Bora. Halfe a lhare. 

Bam. A whole one I. 

For thou dood know oh Damon decrc 
This Realme difmantled was 
Of Due himfelfe, and now raignes heere 
Avery very paiock. 

£ Ghofttwordforarhoullnd 

^ound. Did’ft pcrcciuc? 

Bora. Vciy well my Lord. 

Bam. V pon the talke of the poyfmng. 

lor. I did very well notc him. ^ ^ jjaml 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome mufique, come the Recorders, 

F or if the King like not the Comcdie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Coroe, foroe mufique, 

Enter Rofencraus and (jKji&cntterns. 

Guyl. Good my Lord, voutfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sira whole hiftoric. 

guyl. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement meruilous diftempred. 

Ham. With drinke fir ? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choller. 

Ham. Your wiftdome fhould fhewe it fclfe more richer to fignifie 
this to the Doftor, for, for mee to put him to his purgation, would 
perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

guyl. Good my Lord pot your difeourfe into fomc frame. 

And flare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Quecncyour mother in mofl great affliftion of (pint, 
hath lent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guyl. Nay good my Lord, this curtcfie is not of the right breede, if 
it (hall plcafe you to make me a wholfome aunfwcre , I will doe your 
mothers commaundcracnt, if not, your pardon and my returnc, Hull 
be the end of bufincs. 

Ham. Sir 1 cannot. 

1 \of. What my Lord, 

Ham. Makeyou a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafd, but fir, fitch 
anfwere as I can make, you (hall comroatmd, or rather as you fay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay. 

%of Then thus (he fayes,youtbehauiour hath ftrookehcr intoa- 
snazeroent and admiration. -s? . 1 . 

Ham. O wonderful fonne that can foflonifh a mother, butts iherC 
no fequell at the hecles of this mothers admiration, impart. 

Rof. She dcfircs to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We (hall obey, were (he ten tiroes our mother, haue you any 
further trade with vs ? 

Rof. My Lord, you once did Joue me. 

Ham. And doe ftill by theft pickers and Healers. ■ 







Prince of Denmark?. 

. r Good my Lord, what is your caufe of difleroper, you do tore- 
, bar’re the doorc vpon your owne liberty if you deny your griefc* to 

Sir I lacke aduauncemenf. 

nof. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of the King hm> 
( Jt f ot your fuccefsion in Denmark* 

- Enter the Flayers with Recorders. 

Ham I fit. hut while the grade growes, the prouerbe is fomething 
n , ‘ t he Recorders, let mee fee one, to withdraw with you, why 
doe you goe about to rccoucr the wind of mee, as if you would driue 

^Guil. O my lord, if my duty be too bold, my loue is too vnmanerty. 

Bwt. I do not wel vndcrftand that, wil you play vpon this pipe ? 

Gujl. My lord I cannot. 

Ha m. I pray you. 

Guyl. Belceue me I cannot. 

I jam. Idoebcfecchyou. 

Guyl. I know no touch of it my Lord. 

Ham. Itisaseaficaslying5goucrne thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers, & the vmber, giue it breath with your mouth, & it wil difeourft 
mofi eloquent mufique, looke you. thefe are the flops. 

quit. But thefe cannot I cororoaund to any vttrance ofharmonie,I 
haue not the skill. 

Hun. Why looke you now how vnwoorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon mce, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you 'would plucke out the hart of my miftery, you would found mcc 
from my lowed note to my coropa(Ie,and there is much mufique ex- 
cellent voyce in this little organ, yet cannot you make it fpeak, s’bloud 
do you think I am eaficr to be plaid on. then a pipe, call mee what in- 
ilrument vou wil, thoughyou fret me not,you cannot play, vpon me. 
Godbleffeyou fir, 

* Enter Polomus. 

tol. My Lord, the Quecnc would fpeakc with you, & prefently. 

Ham. Do you fee yonder clowd that's almofl in (hapeofa Camel ? 

hi. By’th mafic and tis, like a Camcll indeed. 

Hm. Mee thinks it is like a Wezcll. 

hi. It is backt like a Wezcll# 

Pam. Or like a Whale, 

Very like a Whale. 

mm. Theft- 








The T ragedie of Hamlet 

Then I will come to my morhcr by and by. 

They foolc me to the top of tny bent, I will come by & by, 
Leauc me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is cafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyardsyawne, and hell it felfebrealces out 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drmkc hole blood, 
And doe fuch bufines as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 hart loofc not thy nature, let not eucr 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bofomc, 

Let me be cruel!, not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger fo her, but vie none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words fbmeucr fhe be fhent, 

To giuc them feales neuer my foule confent. Exit. 

Enter King, %ofencraus,ani guy.'JenHerne. 
King. I like him not, nor Hands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 

I your coromiflion will forth- with difpatcb, 

And he to England fhall along with you, 

The termes of our eflate may not endure 
Hazcrd fo neer’s as doth hourcly grow 
Out of his browes. 

CjHjl. We will our felues prouide. 

Mod holy and religious fcare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodiesfafe 
That liue and feede vpon your Maicflie. 

Rof. The (ingle and peculier life is bound 
With all the flrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, vpon whole weale depends and reds 
The hues of many, the cede of Maicflie 
Dies not alone $ but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neere it, with it, or it is a mafsie whcele 
Fixt on the Towner of the highefl mount, 

T 0 whofe hough ipokes, tenne thoufand lefler things 
Are mortcifl and adioynd, which when it falls, 





Prince of Denwarhf* 

Fach ftnall annexment petty confcquencft 
Attends the boyftrous raine.neuer alone 
Did theKing figh, but a generall °rone. 

King Arme youl pray you to this fpeedy viage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
fyfi We will haft vs. Exeunt Cent. 

Enter Tolonius. 

fol. My Lord , hee’s going to his mothers clofet, 

Behind the Arras l’leconuay my felfe 

To bearc the procefle, Tie warrant fliee letaxnim home* 
And as you fayd , and wifely was it favd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them parciall, fhould orc-heare 
The fpeech of vantage*, farreyouwcllmyLcigc, n 

He call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what 1 knowe. Exit. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 

O my offence is ranck, it fmels to heauen. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe vppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as (harp as will, 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong entent. 

And like a man to double bufsines bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I fhall firft beginne. 

And both negleft , what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood , 

Is there not raine enough in the fwcete Heaucns 
To wafh it white as fnowe, whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offenc e i 
And what’s in prayer but this two fold force, 

• TobeforeftaHederewecometofall, 

’ . Or pardon being downe,then l’le looke vp. 

My fault is pafl, but oh what forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turne, forgiue me my foule murther. 

That cannot be fince I am (It'll poffeft 

Of thofe effefts for which I did the murther 5 

My Crownc, mine o wne ambition, and my Queene) 

ju 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
May one be pardond and retaine th offence C 
Jn the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offences gutlded hand may ffiowe by iuflice, 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
• Buyes out the lawe , but tis not fo aboue, 

There is no /huffing, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and we our felues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forhead of our faults 
To giue in euidence, what then, whatreffs, 

Try what repentance can, what can it nor. 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ffate,obofomeblacfceas death, 

0 limed foule, that ftruggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged j helpe Angels make a/Tay, 

Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with firings of fieale. 
Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe. 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Han. Now might I doe i t, but no w a is a praying, 
And now life doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen, 

And fo am I reuendge, that would bcfcand 
A villaine kills my father, and for thar, 

1 his foie fonne, doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly, not reuendge, 

A cookemy father grofl) full of bread, 

Withall his crimes braod blowne, as flufft as May, 
And how his audit (lands who knowes faue heauen. 
But in our circumftance and courl’e of thought, 

Tis heauy with him : and am I then r euendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

Wheu he is fit and fealonrJ for his pallage ? 

No. 

Vp fword, and knowethou a more-horrid hent,. 
When he is drnnke, a fleepe, or in his rage, 

Qr in th’inceftious pleafure of his bed, 

At game a fwcaring , or about fome aft. 

That has no reli Ih of faluation in’t*. 
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Prince of Denmr\e. 

Then trip him that his heels may kick atheauen, 

And that his foule may be as damiid and black 
Ac hell whereto it goes j my mother llaies. 

This phifick but prolongs thy fickly daies. Extt. 

^fWworJsffyvp^y^houohtsremainebelowe 

Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. £xtt. 

Enter Gertrard andVolomus. 

Tol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranck s haue been e too braod to b ear? wit h » 

And thatyour grace hath fereend and flood betvvcene 
Much heate and him,Ilefilencemeeuenheere, 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Gtr. lie wait you, feare me not, 

With-drawe,I heare him comming. 

Hum. Now mother, what’s the matter? 

Cer. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 

How. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwere withanidle tongue. 

Hm. Goe, goe, you queflion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then Ilefetthofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you fliall not boudge. 
You goe not till I fet you vp a glafle 
Where you may fee the moil part of you. 

« Ger. What wilt thou doe, thou wilt not murther me, 

Helpe how. 

Pol. Whathovvhelpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 
fol. Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Nay I knowe not, is it the Kin 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deede is this. 

Ham. A bloody deede, almoft as bad, good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. 

Ham. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched , rafh , intruding foole farwcll, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find’ll to be too bufie is feme danger, 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hart, for fo I ftiall 
If it be made of penitrablc fluffe. 

If damned cullome haue not brafd it (o, 

That it be proofe and bulwark againft fence. 

Ger. Whathaue I done, that thou dar’ft wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an ail 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefty. 

Cals vertuehippocrit.rakes oftheRofe 
From the faire forhead of an innocent loue, 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
Asfalfe as dicers oathes.o fuch a deede, 

As from the body of contraflion plucks 
The very foule, and fweet religion makes 
A rapfedy of words ; heauens face dooes glowe 
Ore this folidity and compound mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft thedoome 

Is thought fick at the ail 
Ouee. Ay me, what ail? 

uim. That roares fo low’d , and thunders in the Index:, 
Looke heere vpon this Piilure, and on this. 

The counterfe it p refentmen t of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on this browe, 

Htpcrions curies, the front of /u«e himfelfe, 

An eye lik e 'Mars, to threaten and command, 

A flation like the herald ‘Mercury., 

New lighted on a heaue, a kifsing hill , 

A combination, and a forme indeede, 

Where euery God did feerae to fet his feale 
Tq giuethe yvQtld afliirancc of a man, 
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Prince of Denmark 
Tins was your husband, looke you now what followee. 
L,ere is your husband like a mildewed eare, 

Eaftinghiswholfomebrother.haueyoueye*, 

Could you on this faire moumatne leaue to feede. 

And batten on this Moore *,ha, haue you eyes' 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 

The heyday in the blood is tame, its humble, 

And waits vppon the iudgement, and what lodgement 
Would flep from this to this,fence fure youe haue 
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefl'e would not erre 
Nor fence to extacie was nere fo thral d 
But it referud fome Quantity of choile 
To ferue in fuch a difference, what deuill waft 
That thus hath cofund you at hodmanblind $ 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmeliing fance all. 

Or but a fick ly part ofone true fence_ 

Could not fo mope : 6 fhame where is thy blufh . 

Rebellious hell, . 

If thou canft mutine in a M atrons bones* 

To flaming youth let vertue be as wax 
And melt in her ownefire, proclainie no fname 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge* 

Since froft it fetfc as aftiuely doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

Ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turnil my very eyes into my foule, 

And there I fee fuch blacke and gtecued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin’ll. 

Ham. Nay but to Hue 

In the ranck fweat of an infeemed bed 

« Stewed in corruption, honying, and making loue 
Ouerthe naftyftie. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefewords likedaggers enter in my eares, 

N o more fweete Hamlet. 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flaue that is not twentith part the kyth 






The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A cut-purie of the Empire and the rule, 

That from a flielfe the precious Diadem ftolc 
And put it in his pocket. 

Ger. No more. 

Enter Ghost. < 

Ham. A King offtireds and patches, 

Saue me and houer oreme with your wings 

You heauenly gards : what would your gracious figured 

Cer. Alas hee ? s mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide. 
That lap’ft in time and pafsion lets goe by 
Th’nnportant a<fhng of your dread command, 6 fay. 

Gbof}. Doe not forget, this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy aJmoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her figliringfoule. 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft workes. 

Speak e to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady? 

Gcr. Alas howi’ft with you? 

That you doe bend your ej e on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 
Foorth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep, 

And as the. fleeping fouldiers in th alarme, 

Your bedded haire like life in excrements 
Start vp and Hand an end, 6 gentle fonne 
Vpon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprincklecoole patience, whereon doe you looke. ? 

Ham. On him, on him, lookeyou how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to Hones 
Would make them capable, doe not looke vpon me, 
Leaft wirh this pittious action you conuert 
My ftearne effects, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true cullour, teares perchancefor blood. 

Gcr. To whom d oe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there C* 

Ger. Nothing at all,yet all that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare? 

Gcr. No nothing but our felues. 






Prince of Denmark?. 

Jh, n why looke you there, looke how it fteales away. 

My father in his habit as he liued, 

Looke where he goes , euen now out at the portall. Extt Gbosl. 

Cer This is the very covnage of yourbratne, 

Thisbodileffe creation extacie is very cunning in. _ 
ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperatly keepe time. 

And makes as healthful 1 muficke, it is not madnefle 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teft, 

And the matter will reword, which madnelle 
Would gambole from, mother for loue of grace, 

Lay not that flattering vnflion to your foule 
That notyour trefpafle but my madnefle fpeakes, 

Jt will but skin and filme the vlcerous place 
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeene, confefleyour felfe to heaueo. 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd what is to come, 

And doe not fpread the compoft on the weedes 
To make them rancker, forgiue me this my vertue. 

For in the fatneffe of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice mufl pardon beg, 

Yea curbs and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet thou haft cleft my hart in twaine. 

Ham. O throwe away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe. 

Good night, but goe not to my V ncles bed, 

Aflune a vertue if you haue it not, 

That monfter cuflome, who all fence doth eate 
Of habits deuill, is angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of a&ions faire and good, . 

He likewife giues a frock or Liiiery 
That aptly is put on to refraine nighty 
Andthatfhall lend a kind ofeafines 
„ To the next abftinence, the next more eafie : 

For vfe almoft can change the ftamp of nature. 

And either the deuill, or throwe him out 

With wonderous potency : once more good nighty 

And when you are defirous to be bleft. 

He blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
"I doe repent j but heauen hath pleafd it fo 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

To puiiifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and mimfter, 

I will beftowc him and will anfwere well 
The death I gaue him ; Co againe good night 
I mud be cruell only to be kinde. 

This bad beginnes, and worfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Lady. 

Ger. What fhalll doe ^ 

Him. Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 
Lettbeblowt King temp’tyou againe to bed. 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you hisMoufe, 

And let him Tor a paireof reechie kiiTes, 

Or pad ling in your necke with his damn'd fingers. 

Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That 1 eflentially am not in madneCTe, 

But mad in craft, t’were good you let him knowe, 

For who that's but a Qucene, faire, fober, wife. 

Would from a paddack, from a bat, a gib. 

Such deare concerning-s hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in difpightof fence and fecrecy, 

Vnpeg the basket on thehoufes top. 

Let the bird s'fly , and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou allur'd, if words be made of breath 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft layd to me. 

Hum. I muft to England, you knowe that. 

Ger. Alack 1 had f orgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. Ther s letters feald, and my two Schoolefcllowes, 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d. 

They beare the mandat, they muft fweep my way 
And marfhall me to knauery :let it worke. 

For tis the fport to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar, an’t (hall goe hard 
Bur I will delue one yard belowe then mines. 

And blowe them at the Moone : 6 tis mod fweete 
When in one line two crafts direftly meet e. 





Prince of Denmar\e. 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

Delude the guts into the neighbour roomey 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now moft fltll, moft fecret, and moft graue, 

Who was in life a moft foolifh prating knauc. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Scnter King, and Queene, with %ofencraus 
and Cjtiyldcnflerne, 

King. There’s matter in thefc fighes, thefc profound heaucs, 

You muft tranflate, tis fit we vnderftand them, 

Where is your fonne ? 

ger. Beflow this place on vs a little while. . 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I feene to night » 

King. What Gertrari, how doocs Ham let hi 
Ger. Mad at the fca and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier, in hislawleflcfit, 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftirre, 

Whyps out his Rapier, eryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And mthisbrainifh apprehenfion kills 
Thevnfecne good old man. 

King. O hcauy deede l 
It had beene fo with vs had wee been there, 

His libertie is full of threates to all. 

To you your felfe, to vs„to euery one, 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deede be anfwcr’d ? > ,V ■ < 

It will be layd to vs, whofc prouidcnce 
Should haue kept fhort, reftraind, and out of haunt 
This mad young man •, but fo much was our loue, 

Wc would not vnderftand what was moft fir. 

But like the owner of a foulc difeafe c ! 

To keepe it from divulging, let it feede i 

Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone? 

O'er, T o draw apart the body lie hath kild, 

■> Ore whom, his very madnes like fomc ore 
Amonga minctall of mettalsbafe, n .s,: ‘A 

Showes it felfe pure,awecpes for vybat is done. vV 

King. O Gertrard, come away, 

K, 








The Tr age die of Hamlet 

The funne no fooner fhall (he mountaines (ouch, 

But we will fliip him hence, and (his vile deedc 

We mud with all our Maieftie and skill Enter %of # 

Both countcnaunce and excufc. Ho gufdendleme. 

Friends both, goe ioyne you with feme further ayde, 

Hamlet in madnes hath ‘Eolonius flaine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he dreg’d him,. 

Goe feeke him out, fpeakc fayre, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell * I pray you haft in this, 

Come Gtrtrard, wee’le call vp our wifeft friends, 

And letthem Icdow both what we roeane to doe 

And whats vntimely doone, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds dyameter, 

As leuell as the Cannon tohisblanck, 

Tranfports his poyfned fhot, may mifte our Name, 

And hit the woundlcfleayre, 6 come away. 

My foule is full of difeord and difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet , Rofencrqus, and others: 

Earn. Safely flow d, but foft, what noyfe, who calls on Hamlet ? 

© heere they come. . . s 

l\of. What lvaue you doone my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compound it with duft whereto (is kin. 

EpC. Tell vs where ns that we may take it thence, 

"And bcarc it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Doe not btleeue if. 

7 \of Belceue what. , ' ' . L r j 

Ham. TIutT can keepe your counfaile & not mine owne,behdei 
to he demaunded ofa fpunge, what reply cation ihould be niade by 
the Tonne of a King. 

Rof. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord? , ,, 

Ham. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings couiuenaunccjiis rewards, hit 
authorities, but fuch Officers doethe King bell ferufee in rhernd, he 
keepesthem like an apple in the corner of his iaw,firft mouth d'obc 
laft fwallowcd, when hee needs what you lraueglcand/it isbut igucc- 

fingyou, and fpunge ypu ffiallbedryagame. . . ,,i 

1 vnderftand you not my Lords • ' 

Earn. I am glad of it, a knauilh Ipcectr fteepetina fooltfn tatt. 
Rof. My Lord, you muft tellvs where the body isj andgoevvMv. 

totheKing. 



. Prince of Denmark^ , 

f. The body is with the King, but theKinga not yv'itb the 

body- The King is a thing. - . . . . , : 

^^tnS&brWgrnetohimi €xem* 

Enter King, and two or three. , 

Vine I haue Cent to feeke him, and to find the body, 

Howd'angerous is it that this man goes loofc. 

Yet tnuft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the diftrafkd multitude, 

V Vho like not in their iudgement, but theyr eyes, 

And where tis fo, .h’offenders feourge 

But neucr the offence : to beare all fmooth and cutn, 

Thisfuddaine fending him away rouft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, ddcafes defperat grownc. 

By defperat applyancc ate rehcu d 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencratts and all the reft. 

King. How now, what hath befalnc? 

2 {of. Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 

VVe cannot get from him. 

King. But where is hec? 

Rof Without my lord, guarded to knowyour plcafure, 

Km. Bring him before vs. . 

Rof. How, bring in the Lord. Thej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s Polonim ? 

Ham. Atfupper. 

King. At fupper, where. . 4 . . ' 

Hat. Not where he eates, but where a is eaten, a certame copua- 
cation ofpolitique wormes.are een at him : your ' worme is your one y 
Emperourfcr dyet, w<jfet all creatures els to fat vs , and. wee fat ou 
• felues for maggots, your fat King and your leane begger is. but vatu, 
ble feruice, two diffics but to one table, that’s the end. 

Ham. A man mayfsffi with the worme that hath sate of a King, & 

eate of the filh that hath fedde of that worme. : " ! - us 

Km. King. What dooft thou mcane by this? v - 

Ham. Nothing but tofliew you how a King-may goe a 
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T he T ragedie of Hamlet 

through the guts of a hcgger. 

King. Where is Polonms ? 

Ham. In hcauen, fend thcther to fee, if your meflenger finde him 
not thrre, fcekc him i ? th other place your felfc, but if indecdyou find 
him not within this month, you fhall nofc him asyoueoc VDth* 
ftayres into the Lobby. 6 V 

King. Goe feeke him there!. 

Ham. A will flay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this dcede for thine efpeciall firfirty 
Which we do tender, as we deerely grieue 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence. 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, ! 

The Barck is ready, and the windafhelpe, - 

Th’aftociats tend, and cucry thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For Eng/and. 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofts. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees the,but come for England, 

Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlet; : 

Ham. My mother. Father and Mpther is maraud wife* 

Man and wife is one flefti, fo my mother : 

Come for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foote, ••••_•• 

Tempt him with fpeedcabord, ‘ s-civvt . .*v./ 

Delay it not, He haue him hence to night. ‘ 5 • : - 

Away.foreuery thing is feald and done . 

That els leanes on th’aftayre, pray you make haft, 

And England, if my loue thouhold’ft at ought, 

‘As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 

Sihocyw thyCkatritelookesrawahdred; T r.' * 

After the Damdi fivordi and thy 'free' awe 1 ? ‘ 

Paves homage to vs, thou may 11 not coldly fee 
OurfoueraigneproccfTe, which imports at full 
By Letters congruing to that effe£l 

The prefent death ot Hamlet, dock EnglbidC ' 7 ; , ' . , 

Tor like the Hcctiquc in my blood he rages, 



Prince of Denmark e. 

w"** 

knt ”T th ' . , f nd “ om ’ 

Tf that his Maieftie would ought with vs, 

We (hall exprefle our dutie in his eye, 

Andlet him know fo. 

Cap. I willdoo’t my L°rd- 

for. Goefoftlyon. . 

Enter Hamlet, ‘KpfencroM.&c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thelc . 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How purpofd fir I pray you 

Cap. Againft fome part ot Poland. 

Bam. Who commaunds them hr . . .p 

Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, V or tenbra^. 

Bam. Goes it againft the mame ot Poland hr. 

Or for fome frontire 5 

Cap. Truly to fpeake, and w.th no addition, 

We <?oeto gaine a little patch of ground 
Thar hath in it no profit but the name 
To payfiue duckets, fiuc I would not farmc it. 

Nor will it yceld to l&rwaj or the Pole 
A ranckcr rate, (hould it be fold in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Pollacks newer will defend it. 

Cap. Yes, it is already garifond. „jj„ r hets 

Ham. Twothoufandfoules, & twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion of this ftraw, 

"This is th’Impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes, and fhowes no caufe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

Bof. Wilt pleafe you goe my Lord ? 

Ham. lie be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 

How all occafions doeinformc againft me. 
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Tht Tragcdie of Hamlet 

And fpur my dull rcucnge. What is a man 
If his chiefc good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepc and fecdc, a bead, no more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difeourfe 
Looking before and after, gauc vs not 
That capabilitie and god-hke reafon 
To fuft in vs vnvfd, now whether it be 
Befhall obhuion, or fome crauen fcruplc 
Of thinking too precifcly on th’eucnt, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifedom, 
And euer three parts coward, I doc not know 
Why yet I Hue to fay this tiling’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will, and firength, and mcancs 
To doo’t 5 examples grofle as earth exhort me, 
Witnesthis Army of fuch mafle and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition puft. 

Makes mouthes at the invifible euent, 

Expofing what is roorfall, and vnfure. 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Eucn for an Egge-lhcll. Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ffirre without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrell in-a flraw 
When honour’s at the flake, how Hand I then 
That haue a father kild, a mother ffaind, 

Excytements of my reafon, and my blood. 

And let all fleepe, while to my flianic I fee 
The iminent death oftwenty thoufand men, , 

That for a fantafic and tricke of fame 
Goc to their graues like beds, fight fora plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot tty the caufe. 

Which is not torobe enough and continent 
To hide the flaine.o from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard, And a CjetitlemAn, 
J?&ec. 1 will not fpealec with her, 

Gent. Shcc is ifftporfunat, 

Indecdc uiiltaff, her juoqdc will ncedes be pit tied, 

hu h a > 
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Wicks i’th world, and hems, ana oca.es ..e. 
lurnes enuioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yet the vnfhaped vfe of it doth moue: 

The hearers to colletton, they yawnc at it, 

SSSSEsSk'*""*" 

Let her come in. 

Enter Opheaa, 

Oner. * To mv ficke foule, as fmnes true nature is* 

*E«h toy feemes prologue to fome great amillc, 

‘ So full of artleffe iealoufic is guilt, 

' Wh^ Maicftic of Denmarke ? ^ 

of 

By his cockle hat and fbffc, and his Sen a oone. 

Alas fweet Lady, what imports this ong l 
Opt,. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

Heis dead 8 c gone Ladyjie is dead and gone. 

At his head a grafgreene turph, at his hcelcs a Uone. 

Oho. 

^Puy you roarkfcWhite his Ihrowd as the roountame fnow. 
Enter King* 

Alas lookcheerc my Lord. 

Oph. Larded all with fweet flowers, 

Which bewccpt to the ground did not go Swg* 

With true louc (bowers, 

oJ. WelTgoodddd P you!theyfaythc Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
ter, Lord we know what wc are, but know not what wc may c. 

God be at your tabic. Kiw 
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The Tr Age die of Hamlet 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Oph, Pray lets haue no words of this, bat when they aske you 
what it rneanes, fay you this.' 

T o morrow is S* V alenrines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime, 

And I a mayde at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofc,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doorc 
Let in the maidc,that out a maidcpiieuer departed n.orc. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Oph . Indeedc without an oath He make an end onV 
By gisand by Saint Charific, 
alack and fie for fiiamc, 

Young men will doo't if they come foo’f, 
by Cock they arc too blame. * 

Quoth (he, Before you tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, } 
(He anfwers.) So would I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long bath fhebcenc thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, wc mu ft be patient, but I cannotchufe 
but weepc to tfeinke they would lay him i'th cold ground, my brother 
Hiall know ofit, and fo 1 thanke you for your good counfaile. Come 
my Coach, God night Ladies, god nighr. 

Sweet Ladycs god nighr, god night. 

King. Follow her clofe, giue her good watch I pray you. 

O this isthepoyfon ofdeepc griefe, it fpringsallfrom her Fathers 
death, and now behold, 6 Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not (ingle fpyes, 

But in batfalians : firft her Father fbine, 

Next, your fonne gone, and hemoft violent Author 

Of his owne iuft remouc, the people muddied 

Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers .* 

For good 'Toloniw death : and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger fo inrer him : poore Ophelia 
Deuided from hcrfelfe, and her faire judgement, 

V Vithouf the which wc are pifr.ures, or mcere be#fi$i ‘ 

Laft, and a« much conraynirrg as all thefc. 

Her brother is in fccretxorocfrom Fraunce, 

Feeds on this wonder, keepeshimfclfe in clowdcs* 



Prince of Dcnfflfflhf* 



^herein n £ QUr per f on to arraigne 

W ‘ 00 nTearc * Q my Scar cGertrard, this 
i”,^ J'‘n S P«c=in n»n y ^ 

Giucsmcfuperfluous death. 

Enter a Mejfenger. i 

Attend, wlicrc is my Swiffets, Uttlicm guard 

And as the world were now but to beginne. 

Antiquity forgot, cuflomenot knowne, 

The ratifiers and props of euery-word. 

The cry choofe we, Laertes rtiall be Iving, 

Caps, bands, and tongues applau d it to the clouds, 

Otlus is counter you.falfeDani(h dodges. 

Enter Laertes rvttb others. 

^lttrKin:>fi. S aa„dyou a Uwi,bou, 

Ml. Noletscomem. 

Leer. 1 pray you giue me leaue. 

Ml. We will, we will. A , ., T<r . 

Laer. Iihanke you, kcepc the doore, o thou vile Kin 0 , 

Giue me my father. 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
„ Euen heere betweenc the chart vnfmirchcd browe 
Of my true mother. 

• Kiyg. What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo gy ant like ? 

Lt . 




The T ragedie of Hamlet 

Let him goe Gertrard , doe not feare our perfon. 

There’s luch diuinit e doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but pqepe fo what it would. 

Avis little of his will, tell m t Laertes 

Why thou art thus inccnfi, let him goc gcrtrard. 

Speake man. 

Laer, Where is my father? 

King. Dead. 

JJuee. But not by him. 

King. Let him detnaund his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead, l’le not be iugled with, 

To hell allegiance, vo wes to the blacked deutll, 
Confcience and grace, to the profoundefi pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I Band, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Zet come what comes, onely I’lc be reueng’d 
Moll throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall fiay you ? 

Lacr. My will, nor all the worlds 2 
And for my meanes l ie husband them fo well, 

They Hull goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if yon defire to know the CCttainty 
Of your deere Father, i’ll writ in your ieurtige, 

That foopflakc, you will draw bothfriend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies, r 

King. Will yesu know them then ? 

Latr. To his good friends thus wide lie opcmyarmeS) 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 

Recall them with my blood. 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good c hild, and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltlefie of your fathers death, 

Andam mofl fencibly in griefc for ir, 

It fiiall as leuell to your iudgcmenr peare 
As day dooes to your eye. noyfe within'. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now, what noyfc is that* 
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Prince of Denmark?- 

n liMtc.ary vp my braines, tcares feauen times fait 
0 4 ,Ke fence and vertue of nunc eye, 
n U Scn thy roadnes fhall be payd with weight 
' Tell ourfcalemrne the beame.O Rofc of May, 

Deere mayd, kind filler, fwcct Ophelia, 

O hcauens, id poflible a young maids ; wits 
Should be as mortall as a poorc mans life. 

5 Oph They bore him bare-fallc on the Bccre, 

And in his grauc rain’d many a tcare, 

^J^Had'lhhoo thy wits, and did’ft perfwadcreuengc 

It could not mooue thut. 

Ooh. You mult fing a downe a downe, 

AnS you call him a downe a- O how the wheele becomes if. 

It is the falfe Steward that Hole his Ma.ffers daughter. 

T»r This nothing’s more then matter. 

Oph. There’s Rofemary, thats for remembrance, pray you louc re- 
mrmher and there is Pancies, t hats for thoughts, 
jJr. A document in n.adnes, thougbtsand remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. Thcre’sFerrnill for you, and Colembmes, there skewe for 
vo/ & hecrc’s fomc for me.we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies 
you may weai cy our Rewe with a difference, there’s a Dafie.I would 
giue you feme Violets, but they wither d all when my Father dyed, 

they lay a made a good end. 

For bonny fwcet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and afthaions, paffion, hell it leltc 
She turnes to fauour and to prettines. 

Oph. And wil a not come againe, Seng. 

And wil a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed. 

He neuer will come againe, 

■ His beard was as white as fnow, 

"Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we call away mone, 

God a mercy on his foul?, and ofaUChriOians foulcs, 

God buy you. 

Laer. Doe you this o God. 

• King. Laertes, I muff commune with your griefc, 
t Ot you deny me light, goc but apart. 
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The TrageSe cf Hamlet 

Make choice of whom your wifell friends you will, 

A nd they fliall heare and iudgc twixt you and me. 

If by direfi, or by colaturall hand 

They find vs touchr, vve will our lcingdome glue, 

Our crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaftion 5 but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we fliall ioyntly labour with your foulc 
To giue it due content. 

Laer , Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfcure funeral!. 

No trophe fword, nor hatchment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor forroall oftentafion. 

Cry to be’heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I mufl call’f in queftion. 

King. So you fliall, 

And where th’offence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goc with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Gent. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters forvou. 

Hor. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what partofthe woild 
I fiiould be greeted. If not from Lord Earn let. Enter Saj/ers. 

Say. God blefieyou fir. 

Hora. Let him blelle thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and pleafe him, there’s a Letter foryoufir, it came 
fro rli’Embalfador that was bound for England, if your name be Ho- 
ratio, as 1 am let to know it is, 

Hor. Horatio, when thou-fhalt haue ouer-lookt this, giue tlirfefel* 
lowesfome meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere wee 
were two daies old at Sea, a Pyrat of very warlike appointment gaue 
vs chafe, finding our felues too flow of fade , wee put on a compelled 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, on the inflant they got 
cleereofour fhyp, fo I alone became theyr prifoner, they haue deal 
with me like thieues of mercie, but they knew what they did, I am to * 
doe a turnc for them, let the King haue the Letters I haue fent , and 
repayrethoutome with as much fpeede as thou wouldefl flic deal > 

1 bauc wordes to fpeake in thine care will make thee dumbe, yet are 



Prince of Denmark 

, .. for the bord of the matter , thefe good fellowes 

^" C t£S^^ d GMerne hold theyr 
will bring thoc wherc l , \ ^ fQ (c] , t h cc , farewell, 

tourfe for Engird, o. ^ thine Hamlet, 

is Come I will you way for tbefeyour letters, 

A H a°A n’t the fpeedier that you may dtrefl me 

Enter King Laert'f* 

Km. Now mud your continence my acqu.ttance fca e, 

, a mc in your hart for friend, 

Tbl It which hath your hlh " fla,ne 

^^ppcarcccbutKll^ 

Whv you proceede not againft thefe fcates 

So cmninatl andfo capital! m nature 

As by your fafetie, greatnes, wifdomc, all thm s 

You mainely were Ihrr’d yp. 

\Vhifli maftoToupahapsfeeme much vnfinnow’d, 

Bu“S e 5 ,h/nmng, the Qs««h? 

Liues almoft by hislookcs, and for my cite. 

My vertue or my plague, be it eyther winch, 

Sheisfoconcliue to my lifeandfoule. 

That as the flarre mooues not but in his fpnerc 
I could not but by her, the other motiue, 

Why to a publique count I might not goe. 

Is the great loue the generall gender beare him. 

Who dipping all his faults in theyr afteftion, 

Worke like the fpring that turneth wood to Itone,. 
r Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too (lightly tymberd for fo loued Arm d. 

Would haue reuerted to triy boweagaine, 

, But not where 1 haue ay m’d them. 

Leer. And fo haue I a noble father loir, 

A fitter driuen into defprat termes, 

Whofe worth, if prayfesmsy goe backeagaine - <^ Q0 
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The Trace tic of Hamlet 

Stoo d challenger on mount, of all the age 
For her perfeihons, bot my rcuenge wiil come. 

King, Breakc not your flecpes for that, you mufi not thinke 
That we are made offtuffefo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beard be fliookc with danger, 

And thinke it paflime.you ftiortjy (hallhcare more i 
I loued your father, and we louc our fejfe, 

And that 1 hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Mctfenger with Letters. 

Afejfen. Tlufe to your Maiclhc, this to the Quecnei 
Kin*. From Hamlet, who brought them ? 
tjMejf, Saylers my Lord they fay, 1 fax them not. 

They were giuen me by Clattdio 3 he rccciucd (hern 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you fliall heare them : lcaue vs. 

High and mighty, you Hull know 1 am fet naked on your kingdom, 
to morrow fhall I begge leaue co fee your kingly eyes, when ] fhal fif ll 
asking you pardon, therc-vnto recount theoccafion of my fuddains 

rcturne. -■ _ , A 

Kino. What fhould this ineane, arc all the reft come backe, 

Or is ft fomc abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Liter. Know you the hand ? 

Kin^. Tis H tffilcis carafter. Naked, 

And in a poflfcript heere'he fayes alone, 

Can you deuife me ? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord, but let him cotue, 

It warmesthe very fteknes in my hart 
That I line and tell him to his teeth 
Thus didft thou. 

King. If it be fo Laertes, 

As how fhouldit held, how other wife, ^ 

Will you be rul’d bv me ? 

Laer. I iny Lord, fo you will not ore rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine ownc peace, if lie be now returned 
As the King at his voyage, and that he rncar.es 
No more to vndertakc it, I will vvorkc him 
To an exployt.now ripe in my deuife, 

Vnder the which lie fliall not choofe bat fall : ^ J1( j 



Prince of Denmark ?• 

And call it accedeot* 
leer My Lord I will be rul d. 

The rather ifyou could deuife .tfo 

That I might be the organ. 

Youhaue bcencfalkt offioccyour trauailc much, 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for 3 fl uah " e , 

X " n they fay you fhine, your fumme of parts 

As did thafone, and that in my regard 

Ofthevnworthieft fiedge. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

Kin a. A very ribaud in the cap of youth, 
Yctneedfull to, for youth no lefle becomes 
The li°ht and carelefle litiery that it weares 
Then fetlcd age, his fables, and his weedcs 
Importing health and grauenes > two months hnee 
Heere was a gentleman of Normandy, 

lliauefccnc m,rcUe.and(cltt’dag. , n(l(h.FKOcll ) 

And they can well on horfebackc, but this gallant 
Had witch-craft m t, he grew vnto his featc. 

And to fuch wondrous dooin* brought his horic, 
As had he beene incorpU and dertiy natur d 
With thebraue beaft, lo farre he topt me though 
That I in forgerie of fhapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer . A Norman waft ? 

King. A Norman* 

Laer, V ppon my life l*<xmord» 

King, The very fame. , 

Laer, I know him well r hc 15 the brooch indeed 
And Iem of all the Nation. 

King. He made confcfsion ofyou, 

And gaucyoufucha mafterly report 
For art and exercifc in your defence, 

And for your Rapier mod efpcciall, 

Hut he aide out t’wouldbc a fight indeed 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

If one could match you ; the Scrimures of their nation 
He fworc had neither motion, goard.nor eye, 

If youoppofei them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy, 

That he could nothing doe but wifii and beg 
Your fodaine comm'mg ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

Ktng. Laertes was your father dcare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a (orrowc, 

A face without a hart ? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? 

King. Not that 1 thinke you did not louc your father, 
But that I knowe, loue is begunne bytime. 

And that I fee in paflages of proofe, 

Time qualifies the fparkc and fire ot it. 

There hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnufc that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnes ftjlli 
For goodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dies^in his owne too much, that we woulddoe 
We fhould doe when we would: for this would; changes, 
And hath abatements and delay cs as many , 

As there are tongues, arc hands, areacccdents. 

And then this fhould islikea fpend thirfts figh, 

That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th’vker, 

Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To (liowe your felfe indeede your fathers fonne 
More tjjpn in words ? 

Laer. To cut his thraot i’th Church. . 

King. No place indeede fhould murther f;m£iu3rife, 
Rcucndge firould haueno bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepedofe within your chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, (hall knowe you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe (hall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 

fhe french man gauc you, bring youin fine together 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

Mott generous, and free froraali contriuing. 









Prince of Denmark e. 

.1 t nerufc the foyks, fo that with cafe, 

S^ttkihoffl^5.y° un,a y ch ^ • 

? (Word vnbated, and in a pace of pradifc 
Wue bin. foryour father. 

laer 1 will d° 0 r t 
And for purpofe. Ik annoy nt my fword. 
fbou -ht an vnaion of a Mountibanck 
c tha f but dippe a knife m it, 

Wh«“ HooS.no Canplafine fo «re. 

If this did blafl in proofe ; foftlct me let, . 

Wee lc make a folemne wager on y°" c “^ in = 5 * 

1 hate, when in your motion you are hotc and dry, 

As make your bouts more violent to tba ‘ c " d ’ 

And that he calls for drinke, llehaue prefard htm 
A Challicc for the nonce, whereon b ui t fipP' n Sc 
If he by chaunce cfcape your venom d ItucJc, 

Our purpofe may hold there; but ftay, what noyte ? 

Enter gueene. 

Qiiee* One woe doth tread vpon anothers aec c, 

Sofaft they follow ;your Sitters drownd Laertes. 

laer. Drown’d, 6 where J _ , 

* Sstee. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke, 

ThaTfhowes his horry lcaucs in the glafly ttreame. 

Therewith fantaflique garlands did the make 
Of Crowflowers, Nettles, Daifcs, and longPurples 

ThatliberallShcpheardsgiueagroflcrnamc, 

But our cull- cold maydes doc dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant bougbes her cronet vveedcs ciambrin 0, 

M* ^ 
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The T rage die of Hamlet 

Clambring to hang, an enuious fliuer broke, 

When downc her weedy trophies and her felfe 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpi cd wide. 

And Marmaide like awhile they bore her vp, 

Which time (he chauntcd (hatches of old laudes* 

As one incapable of her ovvne difircfFe, 

Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Vnto that elamcnr, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heauy wirh theyr drinke, 

Puld the poore wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 
lacr . Alas, then Hie is drownd. 

Qttse, Drownd, drownd. 

Laer. T oo much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my tcarcs* but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftomc holds, 

Let fhamc fay what it will, when thefc are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adicw my Lord, 

1 hauc a fpeech a fire that faine would blafe. 

But that this folly drowncs if* Exit* 

King* Let's follow Gertrard, 

How much I had ro doe to calme his rage. 

Now fcare I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore let3 follow. Exeunt* 

Enter two Clownef. 

Clowtte. Is fhec to be buried in Chritlian buriall, when flic wilfully 
feekes her ovvne falu2tion ? ... 

Other. I tell thee flic is.iherfore make her graue flraight, the crow- 
ner hath fate on her, and finds it Cliriflian buriall. 

Clo'.vne. How can that be, vnlefle flie drown d hcrfelfc in her ovvne 

defence. 

Other, Whvtis found fo. 

Clowne. It tnufl be fo offended, it cannot be els , for heere lyes tne 
poynt, if I dro wne my felfc wittingly, it argues an aft , & an adt hat 1 
three branches, it is to aft, to doc, teepterforme, or all 5 Ihc drownd Her 
felfe wittingly. 

Other. Nay, but licare you good man deluer. , 

Cimme. Giue meeleaue, here lyes (he water, good, here Hands' 

JDS"; 




man crood. ifthe man ^oe but if the water come to him, & 

nC rt tcenc a gentlewo- 

Otbcr. ;„,ach.inianburi4 

man flie thouldhaue been bur e c nitty that great folke 

Clome. Whythcrct ou ay .a^ d^ drovvncor hangthefclucs, 
fliould cou I .tnauncc nthis w , there is noaunc- 

vp Adams profefsion. 
pofc.confefTe thy felfc. 

°ct Wh“ 'is he .ha, builds ftronger ,hcn ey.her .he Mafou . ,he 

Shypwright,or the Carpenter. nl ,» lines a thoufand tenants. 

«fcr°Th, gallons Slopes does wA 
Clome. I like thy wit well in good fayth, Uie ^ ^ ^ , nowe tho u 

but howc dooes it well ? It doo “ ^ cl h thcn t h c Church, argali, 

M ill to fay *« f lov.es .s bud' cowe* , 

V Vho^buddes! ftrong^x dies, a I^lalon, a Shipwright, or a 

C xr I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Other* Marry now I can tell# 

Clowne, Too’c. 

Other. MaiTe 1 cannot ten. . ; fervour dull affc wil 

Clow. Cudgell thy braincs no mon t about , JP ^ ^ 

not mend his pace vVtth beating, an vvia) Doomcfday. 

ney.t,fav a ^raue-maker, the houfes hce ^eslatts 
Goe get thee in, and fetch mee afoope of ^ c^. 

In youth when I did loue did k ** ** & 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contraft 6 the time for a my bchouc, 

O me thought iheri a was nothin; 
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The Tr age die of Hamlet 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot ? 



:crc, ur Hint 

Ham. Why he more then another ? 

Clow, why fir, his hide is fo land with his trade , that a will keep® 
out water a great while $ & your water is a fore decaycr ofyour whor. 
fon dead body, hecr’s a fcull now hath lyen you i’th earth 23. yeetes. 
Ham. Whofewasit? 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe do you think it was 2 
Ham. Nay I know not. 

Clow. A pefiilence on him for a madde rogue, a pour d a flagon of 
R enifii on my head once 5 this fame skull fir, was faloricks skull, the 
Kings Iefler. 

Ham. This? 

Clow. Ecu that. , 

Ham. Alas poorc Toricke , I knew him Horatio , a rcilow ohnhnitc 

iefi of mofi excellent fancie, hee hath bore me onhis backeathou. 

land times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
rifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill I know not hovve 
oft, where be your gibes now 2 your garoboles, your fongs, your Ha- 
fhes of merriment, drat were wont to fet the table on a roare, not one 

now to mockc your ownc grinning, quite chopfalne. Nowgetyou 

to my Ladies table, & tell her, Id her paint, an inch thicke, to this ta- 
Hour Ihe mad come, make her laugh at that. 

Prcthee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Horn. What’s that inv Lord ? , . , „ . a, 

Ham. Dooll thou thinke ^lexanderlooll a this faflnon 1 ih c<rlh. 

Hora. hen fo. 

Ham. And (melt fo pah. 

Hora. Een fo mv Loro. 5 , X7 j 

Ham. T o what bafe vies wee may return* \ } J 

imagination trace the noble dull of Alexander, till a n F r' 0 

ahun^hole? . „ r , r 

Hor. Fwere to confider too cunoufly to confidcHo. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot, but to follow him thether w ‘h T 
enough, and likelyhood to leade it ^torrdyed ^ 

buried, Alexander returneth to dull, the du ^ lsea ; d 01 ight 
snake Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, 




Prince of Denmark? . 

they not Hopp* 'andturn’d to Clay, 

imperious Ca f ar .°, { ' o k e thc wind away. 

o ««h which ktp. .he world in awe. 

Shoold P a,£ here comesihe King. 

Butfofr, but fofi a*', “r , h follow ? 

^a^Smed ”h is do.hb«oko., 

foedooit own, life, twas of feme eflare. 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Ham That *! ulTtes a very noble youth, marke. 
As wehaue warrant*, her death was doubtfull. 

And but that great commaundore-fwayes the > 

She (hould in ground vnlana.fied becn a 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable pr y . . 

Flints and peeblcs fliould be thrownc on her . 
Yethccrc Ihe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her mayden (Irewments, and the bringing 
Ofbell and buriall. 

Laer. Mull there no more be doone C 
‘Doll. Nomorcbedoone. 

We {hould prophanc the feruice o. the dead*. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouks. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpolluted nejh 
May Violets fpring : 1 fell thee churhfh Pnett,. 

minifiring Angen fhall my filler be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia . 

£htce. Sweets to thc fwcet, farewell, 

Ihop’t thou fhould’fi hauebeen my Hamlets wire, 

I thought thy bride- bed to haue deekt fweet maioe. 
And not haue firew’d thy graue. 

Laer. O treble woe 




i! mini 

160 11 

II lllllllll 


llll|l!!l 

^0 it 

lUllilllJ 


lllllllll 

30 it 

lllllllll 


Him 

30 2( 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 

30 21 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 
10 22 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 
20 20 

lllllllll 


!lll|llll 

30 2^ 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 
10 2£ 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 

30 2t 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 

30 21 

lllllllll 


llll|lll! 

r 0 2t 

lllllllll 


llll|llll 

30 2£ 

lllllllll' 


llll|llll llll 

30 3 00 

niiliinliin 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Fall tenne times double on that curfed head, 

Whole wicked deede thy, moft ingenious fence 
jDepriuw'd thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Till I bane caught her once more in minearmes; 

Now pile your dull vpon the quickc and dead, 

Tii! of this flat a moumaineyou haue made 
To’retop old Pelion, or the skyefh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. Whatishewhofegriefe 
Bcarcs fuch an emphefis, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring flarrcs, and makes them (land 
Like wonder wounded hearers : this is I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The deuill take thy foule. 

Han. Thou pray 'ft not well , I prethee take thy fingers 
For though 1 am not fplecnatiuc rafh, (from my throat, 
Yet haue I in mefomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedomefcarc ; hold off thy hand, 

King. Piuck them a funder. 

£hsee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 
lAll. Gentlemen. 

Kora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

O my fonne, what theame ? 

Hanu I loued Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quanti tie of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King- O he is mad Laertes. 

G)uee. For loue of God fbrbeare him. 

‘Ham. S’ wounds flrew me what th’owr doe : 

Woo’t weepe, woo’t fight, wo ok fall, woo’t teare thy fellc 
Woo’t dnnke vp Efill, e3tc a Crocadile ? 

]lle doo’t, doo ft come heerc to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her gnue. 

Be buried quickc with her, and (o will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sindging his pate again!! the burning Zone 



Prince of Denmark 
M ake OfTa like a wart, nay and thou’lt mouthe, 
rant as well as thou. 

When^h^her golde^ cuplets are difdofed 
Hisfilence will fit drooping. 

Him. Heareyoufir, - . 

What is the rcafon that you vfe me thus . 

Iloud you euer, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe doewhat he n»7 , . . Ei(Il4m let 

Strengthen your patience in out laft nights fpeech, 

Weele put the matter to the prefent • 

Good GcrtrardkiComt watch oueryourfonne, 

This graue fliall haue a liuing monument, . 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee 

Tell then in patience our proceedmgbe. Exm '• 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. , - 

mm. So much for this fir, now lhall you fee the other. 

You doe remember all the circumltance. 

Hsra. Remember it my Lord. - , . 

Horn. Sir in my hart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleepe, my thoug t ay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, ralluy , 

And prayfdbe rafhnes for it : let vs k no we, 

Ourindifcretionfometimeferues vsweu 

When our deepe plots doefall, & that fhouldleamc vs 
Ther’s a diuinity that fhapes our ends , 

Rough hew them how we will. 

* Horn. That is mod certaine. 

Ham. Vpfrom my Cabin, 

.My fca-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
GroptI to find out them, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and in fine with-drew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their graund commifsion j where I found Horatio 
A royall knauery, an exaft command 
Larded with many feuerall forts of reafons, 
ImportingDenmarkes health, and England to. 

With hoe fuch bugges and goblines in my life* 

That on the fuperuife nolealure bated. 

No not to flay the grinding ofthe Axe, 

My head fhould be ftrooke off. 

Hon. rfl pofsible ? , . n 

Udm. Heeres the commifsion, read ttat more lealure. 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 

Hon Ibefeechyou. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villaines. 

Or I could make a prologue to my braines. 

They had begunne the play , I fat me downe, 

Dcuifd a new commifsion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold it as our flatifls doe, 

Abafenefle to write faire. and labourd much 
Hoiv to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did meyemans feruice, wilt thou know 
Th’effeft of what I wrote?' 

Hon. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earnefl coniuration from the King, 

As England was his faithful 1 tributary, 

As loue betweenethem like the palme might florifn, 
As peace fhould flill her wheaten garland wcare 
And ftand a Comma tweene their amities, 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view, and knowing of thefe contents* 
Without d ebatement further more or lefTe, 

He fhould thofe bearers put to fuddaine death. 

Not fhriuing time alow’d. 

Hora. How was this feald? 

Why eoen inthat washeauenorainant* 

I had my fathers fignet in mv purfe 
Which was the modill of that Daniin feale, 

Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’other, 

Subcribe it, gau’t th’imprcfsion, plac’d it fafety,, 



Prince of Denmark 

Betweene the pafle and fell inccnced points 
Ofmighty oppofits. . 

He thathath kil'd my King, and whor d my mother, 

Pop’t in betweene th’eleaion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper lire. 

And with fuch cufnage, i’fl not perfeft confcience f 

Enter * Courtier. , , 

Cour. Your Lordfiiip is right welcome backe to Dcnmarke. 

Hdm. I humble thank e you fir. 

Doofl know this water fly s’ 

crib fhall ftand at the Kings mefle , us a chou a h, bu si y, P 

to his right vfe,tis for the head. 

Cour. I thankeyour Lordfhip, it is very hot. 

Jim. No belieue me, tis very cold, the wind is Norther } . 

Cow. It is indefferent cold my Lord indeed. , * 

Em. Butyet me think es it is very fully and hot, o ) P 

* tl °Cm. Exceedingly my Lord, 
not tell how: my Lord lus Maieflie bad mefigni ) > 

has layed a great wager on your head, fir this is the ma 
Hm. I befeech you remember. , r . . r , 

. Cow. Nay good my Lord for my eafe in good faith, fir 

corato Court belieue me an abfolute gentlemen, 
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The Tragedie of Hamtet 

excellent differences, of very foft fociety , and great fliowinj 
deedetofpeakefellinglyofhim , hee is the card or kalender o't <ren- 
try : for you fhall find in him the continent of what part a Gentle- 






••in- 



man would fee. 

Ham. Siri hrs definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to deuide him inuentorially, would dazzie th’arithmaticke of 
memory, and yet but raw neithcr } in refpeft of his quick faile , but 
in the veritie of extolment, I take him to be a foulc of great article, 
oc his infufioii of fuch dearth and rareneffe, as to make true dixion 
of him, his femblable is his mirrour, 8c who els would trace him,bis 
vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cow. Your Lordfhipfpeakes moll infallibly of him. 

Ham. Theconcernancy fir, why doe we wrap the gentleman in 
our more ra wer breath t Y 

Cow . Sir. 

Hora. Ill not pofsible to vnderfland in another tongue, you will 
doo’t fir really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman. 

Cow. OE Lao'tcs. ^ 

Hora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent. 

Ham. Of him fir. 

Cow. I know you are not ignorant. 

Ham. I would you did fir , yet in faith if you did , it would not 
much approoue me, well fir. 

Com. You are nor ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confelfe that , lead I fliould compare with 
him in excellence, but to know a man wel, were to knovve himfelfe. 

Cow. I meane fir for this weapon, but in the imp utation laide on 
him, by them in his meed, bee’s vnfellowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

Cow. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons, but well. , 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix Barbary horfes, 
a*aingftthe which hee has impaund as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hanger and fo. Three 
of the carriages in faith , are very deare to fancy, veryreponfiueto 
the hilts, mod delicate carriages,and of very hberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages Y 

Hora. I knew you mud be edified by the margent ereyou had 
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& C0>tr ' The moTlerman to the matter ifwee 

^ cannon by our fides, I would it be might hangers u\i 
t0U u l fivBatbrv horfes againft fix French fwords their af- 

carriages , tlu,'s rf,« F«»ch 
3 infltheDaniflijWhy is this all you call it? 
k «TW»S fir,hathlayd Cr.that in a do«n pallesbttWMnc 
r if* and him hee fhall not exceede you three hits, hee hatK 

Son twelue for nine, and it would come to immediate triall, if 
your Lord fhippe would vouchfafe the anftvere. 

jfj* Keane my Lonithe oppofition of your perfon in i triall. 

Ham Sirl will walke heere in the hall, ifit pleafe his Maiedie , it 
. Sbreathin^ time of day with me, 1 ct the fo.lesbe brought, the 
GeSan witling , and the King hold his purpofe 5 1 w.ll winne 
foSTnd I can; if not, I will game nothing but my fharne , and 

the odde hits. 

Cow. Shall IdeliueryouloC 

Ibm. To this effeft fir, afeerwhat flonlb your nature wdlt 
Cm. I commend my duty to your Lord fhippe. 

Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe , there are no 

tongues els for’s turne. - n * t 

Hora. This Lapwing runnes away with the Hi ell on his head. 

Ham. A did fo fir with hisdugge before a fuckr it,thus has he an 
many more of the fame breede that I know the drefiy age dotes on, 
only got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of incounter, a 

kind of hilly cokaion , which carries them through and through 

the moll prophane and trennowed opinions, and doebutblowe 
them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

' lord. My Lord, his Maieltie commended him to you by young 
Ofkickf , who brings backe to him that you attend him m the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play with Laertes, or that 

you will take longer time t . r . . 

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes,they foilowe the Kings plea- 
fure, if his fitnes fpeakes , mine is ready : now or whcnfocuer, pro- 
vided 1 be foableas now. T , 

N 3 Lorl 






TheTragedie of Hamlet 
Lord. The King, and Qucene, and all arc comming downe." 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queene defires youto vfefome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. Shee well indrafts me. 

Bora. Y ou will loofe my Lord. 

Ham. I doe not think e fo, fince he went into France, I haue bene 
in ccntinuall praftife , lfliall winnc at the ods 5 thou would’fl not 
thinke how ill all’s heere about my hart, but it is no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is fuchakindc of gamgiuing , a* 
would perhapes trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your minde diflik e any thing, obay it. I will forftal their 
repaire hether, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie augury, there is fpeciall prouidence'in 
the fall of a Sparro we, ifitbe.tisnottocome, ifitbenottocome, 
it will be now, if it be not now, yet it well come , the readines is all, 
fince no man of ought he leaues, knowes what ifl to leaue betimes, 

letbe. ^ pytpjyJ, Trumpets, Drums and officers with Cu[biom, 

King, Qucene, and all the /late, forks, daggers, 

^ and Laertes. 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

Ham. Giuemeyonr pardon Gr, I haue done you wrong, 

But pardon’t as you are a gentleman, -this prefcnce knowes, 

And you mull needs haue heard, how I am punnifht 
With a fore diftraftion, what I haue done 
That mi°-ht yournature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heareproclame was madnelle, 

Wa tt Hamlet wronged Laertes ? neutr Hamlet. 

If Hamlet from himlelfe be tane away. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe, dooes wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet dooes it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who dooes lCthenC his madneffe. 1ft befo, 

Hamlet ii of the faftion that is wronged, 

His madnefle is poor.e Hamlets eninuc, 

Let my dife laimmgfrom a purpos deuill. 

Free me fo farre m your moft generous thoughts 
That I haue fhot my arrowe ore the lioufe 
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I fetfefied in nature, 

VVhofe motiue in this cafe fliould fl^ememofl 
To my reuendge, but in my tearmes of honor 

T (land a loofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Maifters of knowne honor 
l haue a voyce and prefident of peace 
Tomyname vngord : but all that time 
Idoereceaueyour offerd loue, like loue, 

A £T.Xlc"fcfrcely..»a will thi, brother, w.£« 

franckly play. 

Giuevsthefoiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. , . 

Ham lie be your foile Laertes, in mine ignorance. 

Your skill fhall like a fiarre l’th darkeft night 

Stick fiery ofindeed.. 

Laer. Youraockemefir. 

Giue them the foiles young Osl rtefe, cofin Bmletp 
You knowe the wager. 

Ham. Very well iny Lord. _ 

Your grace has layed the ods a’thweekeriide. 

King. 1 doenot feare it, I haue feene you both, 

But fince he is bcttcr,we haue therefore ods. 

' Laer. This is to heauy: let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, thefefoiles haue all a length, 
OHr. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoopes of wine vpon that table, 

If Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit, 
Qrquitinanfwereofthethird exchange, 
r Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 

The King (hall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Onixe fhall lie throwe, 

Ric her then that whic h foure fucc efsiue Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne : giue me the cups. 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeake. 

The trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 

The Cannons to the heauens, the heauen to fMtha ■ 




mm 1 0 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 







T S 



Drum , trumpets ind (bit. 
Florifh , a pc ecc goes off. 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet, come beginne. Trumpets ; 
And you the ludges beare a wary eye. tlx while, 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Leer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Iudgement. 

Oflrick, A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. Well,againe. , , 

King. Stay, giue me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is tbme. 
Heeres to thy health : giue him the cup. 

Him. He play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Ourfonnefhallwinne. 

Quee. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 

The Qiieene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard doe not drinke. 

Ottee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, He hit him now. 

King. Idoenotthink’t. 

Laet. And yet it is alrnoft againft my confcicnc e. 

Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally. 

I pray you paffe with your beft violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo, come on. 

Ottr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

King. Part tl lem . they are incenft. 

Ham. Nay come agai nc. 

Ottr. Look e to theQueenetherehowe. 

Hora. They bleed on both fidcs, how is it my Lord i 
OHr. How lft Laertes? 

Laer. Why as a woodcock to mine owne fprindge Ottrickj 
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Jam iuflly kild with mine owne treachery. 

flam. How dooes the Queene i 

King. S hee found s to fee them bleed. 

0««. No, no, the drinke, the drinke, d my d&tcHamlei, 

The dripke the drinke, l am poyfned. 

Earn. O villanie, how let the doore be lock’t, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet , thou art flame* 

No medcin in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life, 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule praftife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loe heere I lie 
Neucr to rife againe, thy mother’s poyfned, 

I can no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Ham. The point inuenom’d to, then venome to thy worke. 

^ill. Treafon, treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends , I am but hurt. 

Ham. Heare thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere i 
follow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuflly ferued , it is a poy fon temperd by hitnfclfe, 
Exchange forgiuenefle with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free ofit,Ifollow thee 
I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft, 

Had I but time, as this fell fergeant Death 
Is drift in his arreft , 6 1 could tel l you. 

But let it be 5 Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liuefl, report me and my caufe a right' 
Tothevnfatisned. 

Hora. Neuerbelieueitj 
I am more an anticke Romainethen a Dane, 

Heere’s yet fome liquer left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Giuetue the cup, let goe, by heauen lie hate, 

O. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

O *od Horatio, what a wounded name „ 

Tings (landing thus vnknowne, (hall I leaue-behind me f 
If thou did’ft euer hold mein thy hart, •... 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, 

And xn this harfli world drawe thy breath in pame ^imrebt 

To tell my (lory : wliat warlike noife is this f N ‘ • fare off. 

Enter Ofrick 

0[r Young Eortenbrajfe with conqueft comeftom Poland, 

To tli’embaffadors of England pass this warlike volly. 

Haiti. O I die Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

1 cannot line to heare the newes from England, 

But I doeprophecie th’elleftion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe, he has my dying voyce. 

So tell him, with th’occurrants more and U He 

Which hauefolicited, the reflisfilence. 

Hor a. N ow cracks a noble hart, good night fwectel 1 nice, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 

Why dooes the drum come hether * 

; ; Enter Fortenbrajfe, with the Embajfadors . 

T*r. Where is this fight i 
Hora. What is it you would fee ? 

If oudu of woe, or wonder, c eafe your fearch. 

Fou This quarry cries on hauock, o prou d death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudily haft flrook C 
Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too 1 ate. 

The eares are fencelefle that fhould |iue vs hearing. 

To tell him his commandment is fulfild, 

That HofcncramznA GuyUknjlerne are dead, 

Where ihould we haiie our tiiankes t 
Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it tli* ability of life to thnnke you ; 

He neucr ^aue comma n d ement for their neath j 

But fince io iump vpoh this bloody qu eftton 
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